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MARSHAL  MACMAHON. 


MARSHAL  MACMAHON. 

OTWITHSTANDING  the  continued 
reverses  sustained  by  the  French  army 
under  the  command  of  Marshal  MacMahon, 
the  skill  and  bravery  of  this  general  ^e 
unquestioned.  His  claim  to  these  qualities 
is  not  denied  even  by  the  enemies  of  the 
cause  he  represents. 


Comte  de  MacMahon  was  bom  in  1808 
at  the  Chateau  de  Sully,  near  Autun,  where 
his  family,  who,  as  their  name  testifies,  are 
of  Irish  origin,  had  resided  for  upwards  of 
180  years,  having,  as  devoted  adherents  to 
the  Stuart  dynasty,  left  England  with  James 
II.  Up  to  seventeen  years  old,  young  Mac¬ 
Mahon  was  educated  at  the  quiet  seminary 
of  Autun.  He  was  then,  however,  trans¬ 


ferred  to  the  military  school  of  St.  Cyr, 
which,  two  years  afterwards,  he  left  as  xon^ 
lieutenant  eleve,  and  as  such  joined  the  StaOl 
School  of  .^plication. 

His  first  fighting  experiences  were  made 
in  Algeria  in  1830,  while  acting  as  orderly 
ofiScer  to  General  Achard.  In  this  capacity 
he  accompanied  the  first  Medcah  expedi¬ 
tion,  and  greatly  distinguished  himself  in  an 


engagement  on  the  Monzaia  by  carrying  an 
important  despatch  through  a  whole  army 
of  Arabs  to  Blidah,  escaping  his  enemies  by 
leaping,  like  M.  Curtins  of  old,  down  a 
frightm  abyss.  Though  his  horse  was 
killed,  the  young  lieutenant  escaped  with  a 
severe  shaking  and  accomplished  his  mis¬ 
sion  in  safety.  For  this  plucky  exploit  he 
received  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor. 
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In  1882,  still  with  General  Aclianl,  Mae- 
Mahun  was  present  at  the  siege  of  Antwerp, 
at  the  close  of  which  he  was  created  cap¬ 
tain. 

Returning  to  Algeria  in  1836,  he  was 
wounded  at  the  second  siege  of  C!onstantine 
in  the  following  year,  while  acting  as  aide- 
de-camp  to  General  Dauiremont-  Recoiu- 
iK'nsed  here  with  the  rank  of  Otfiecr  of  the 
Li'gion  of  Honor,  we  subsi^quentlv  find  him, 
in  1840,  aide-de-camp  to  General  Changar- 
nier  in  Algeria,  where,  shortly  after,  he  ob- 
Uuned  the  conunand  of  a  regiment  of 
iieurK-ii-pied,  a  body  now  greatly  relied  on  by 
the  French,  but  which  were  then  being  or¬ 
ganized  by  the  Duke  of  Orleans.  IV’ith 
these  he  gained  fre-h  honors,  commanding 
several  expeditions  against  the  Kabyles, 
and  assisting  to  subdue  the  renowned  Arab 
chief  Abd-el-Kader. 

In  August,  1855,  he  replaced  (Ttmcral 
Canrobert  in  the  command  of  the  1st  Divis¬ 
ion  of  the  French  Crimean  Army,  and  the 
well-known  storming  of  the  Malakofif  ren¬ 
dered  his  name  famous  in  European  as  well 
as  in  AtHcan  annals.  Elevated  to  the  dig¬ 
nity  of  Senator  in  1856,  he  again  returned 
to  Algeria  and  took  an  active  part  in  the 
campaign  of  1857,  and  in  1858  w'as  named 
commander-in-chief  of  the  whole  Algerian 
forces.  Summoned  in  the  following  year 
with  his  troops  to  the  Italian  war,  he  gained 
on  two  successive  days,  the  3d  and  4th  oi' 
June,  the  celebrated  victories  of  Turbigo 
and  Magenta.  This  latter  success  brought 
him  his  /talon  and  the  title  of  Duke  of  Jla- 
genta,  both  being  bestowed  on  him  on  the 
field  of  battle.  In  1861  he  was  sent  as  Am¬ 
bassador  Extraordinary  to  Prussia,  on  the 
coronation  of  the  present  King. 

He  was  soon  after  wants  made  Governor- 
General  of  Algeria,  where  he  was  tilt  called 
to  assume  his  present  po>t  as  commander-in- 
chief  of  the  I"  Corps  d’Armee. 

Singularly  calm  and  imperturbable  in  the 
field,  yet  possessing  great  promptitude  of 
decision  and  inJei’atigable  activity.  Marshal 
Mac  Mahon,  with  an  equal  force,  and  on  his 
own  ground,  would  prove  a  dangerous  an¬ 
tagonist  even  to  Von  Moltke  himself,  as  the 
brave  though  vain  manner  in  which  he  so 
lately  contested  a  force  vastly  superior  to 
his  own  at  Worth,  he  himself  heading  the 
last  desperate  charge,  fairly  testifies.  He  is 
also,  though  a  great  martinet,  an  immense 
favorite  with  his  troops,  and  more  especially 
with  the  unruly  though  useful  Turcos. 


The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  says  of  Haw¬ 
thorne’s  English  Note-Books :  “  To  our 
thinking  these  Passages  from  Mr.  Haw¬ 
thorne's  Note-Books  are  even  more  interest¬ 
ing  than  the  work  which  he  published  dur¬ 
ing  his  lifetime  under  the  title  of  ‘  Our  Old 
Home.’  There  is  a  freshness  about  the 
notes  that  is  missing  in  the  finished  work, 
while  in  both  it  is  easy  to  trace  the  per¬ 
sonal  characteristics  of  the  writer,  —  his 
sensitiveness,  his  love  of  all  natural  beauty, 
his  tender  and  reverent  feeling  for  what  is 
old,  combined  with  an  appreciation,  scarcely 
a  part  of  himself  perhaps,  but  forced  upon 
him  by  his  nationality,  tor  the  forms  of  life 
and  government  prevailing  in  the  States. 
If  Hawthorne  had  been  bom  among  us,  his 
heart,  if  not  his  intellect,  would  have  been 
in  favor  of  whatever  is  established  and  of 
whatever  bears  upon  it  the  mossy  greenness 
of  age.” 


For  the  last  two  months  Mr.  Froude  has 
l)een  adducing  “  Fresh  evidence  about  Anne 
Boleyn,”  with  a  view  to  sui)stantiate  the  be¬ 
lief  which  he  has  expressed  in  Henry’s  inno¬ 
cence.  There  is,  however,  one  explanatitm 
of  the  unfortunate  Queen’s  own  conduct 
which  has  hitherto  escaped  notice,  and  is,  at 
any  rate,  worth  a  moment’s  attention. 
Among  the  Exchequer  records  is  an  inquisi¬ 
tion  held  in  1539  with  reference  to  the  jhjs- 
sessions  of  Margaret,  widow  of  Sir  William 
Boleyn  and  a  lunatic.  Tliis  lady  was 
Anne’s  grandmother,  and  for  those  who  Ix-- 
lieve  that  the  mental  malady  was  hereditary, 
there  is  here  a  simple  means  of  accounting 
for  the  “  miserably  imprudent  ”  actions  both 
of  the  Queen  and  her  brother. 


The  Swedish  newspafiers  publish  in  their 
official  columns  a  Royal  resolution,  granting 
to  Swedish  women  the  right  to  practise 
medicine,  after  passing  the  examination  ex¬ 
acted  from  students. 


Charles  Dickens’s  new  volume,  just 
published  by  Messrs.  Fields,  Osgood,  &  Co., 
IS  beautifully  illustrated  with  diawingB  by 
John  Gilbert  and  ti.  L.  Fildes. 
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THE  MILITAilY  POWER  OF  ENGLAND. 

I^^'NGLAND,  since  the  Kevolutionof  1688, 
J  has  taken  a  jirominent  part  in  the  afi’airs 
of  Europe,  and  won  the  position  of  a  Power 
of  the  first  class,  without  any  general  mili¬ 
tary  education  of  her  people.  Of  the  two 
great  powers  of  sovereignty,  taxation  and 
conscription,  she  has  availed  herself  only  of 
the  first.  The  projierty  of  the  English  peo¬ 
ple  has,  through  its  representatives  in  Par¬ 
liament,  been  fireely  placed  at  the  service  of 
its  Government.  No  despot,  who  claimed 
by  Divine  right  the  possession  of  the  wealth 
and  persons  of  all  his  subjects,  has  ever 
pushed  the  power  of  taxation  to  greater 
extremes  than  the  committee  of  the  two 
Houses  of  Parliament  which  really  consti¬ 
tutes  the  English  Government.  Represent¬ 
ing  the  jirojxTty  of  the  nation,  —  as  they  did 
until  within  a  few  years,  —  the  House  of 
Commons  and  the  House  of  Lords  found  no 
difficulty  in  investing  every  government 
which  reflected  their  interests,  passions  and 
ideas  with  the  supreme  control  of  every 
jwnny  of  the  aggregated  national  wealth, 
^e  absolute  Emperor  of  Turkey  confessed 
to  the  less  absolute  Francis  the  1st  of  France, 
that  he  could  not  join  with  him  in  carTLing 
out  a  combination  necessary  to  check  the 
encroachments  of  the  still  less  absolute 
Charles  the  Fifth,  because  it  could  not  be 
done  without  levying  a  new  tax  on  his  siib- 
jocts,  and  from  this  he  shrank  appalled :  but 
England,  since  she  has  had  a  “constitu¬ 
tional  ”  government,  has  never  hesitated  at 
engaging  in  an  enterprise  on  account  of  an 
increase  in  taxation,  for  the  bankers,  mer¬ 
chants,  manufacturers,  and  landlord*,  on 
whom  the  additional  tax  w-asto  fall,  pr.-ictical- 
ly  voted  to  levy  it.  Until  political  economy 
became  a  science  it  was  sujiposed  that  the 
middle  and  liigher  classes  of  the  Imglish 
people,  alone  represented  in  Pwliament, 
were  the  chief  sufferers  by  the  new  taxes 
they  themselves  imposed.  Tlic  result  was 
that  in  all  the  wars  of  Europe  from  1688  to 
the  downfall  of  Napoleon-  the  sovereigns 
of  the  Continent  found  no  difficulty  in  rais¬ 
ing  men,  but  great  diffiimlty  in  raising  mon¬ 
ey  ;  England  found  little  tliffienlfy  in  rais¬ 
ing  money,  but  great  difficulty  in  raising 
men.  The  conscription,  as  regards  wealth, 
was,  in  England,  perfect ;  tlie  conscription, 
as  regards  soldiers,  was  perfect  on  the  con¬ 
tinent  of  Europe.  From  the  combination 
of  these  two,  England,  a  military  power  of 
the  third  class,  succeeded  in  making  herself 
^  European  power  of  the  first  class.  She 
I  oartered  gold  for  blood. 

It  is  curious  to  note  the  immense  influence 
wliich  England,  through  her  iiowcr  of  pro¬ 
viding  the  means  of  paying  armies,  has  e.x- 
erted  in  all  the  great  contests  of  Europe  in 
which  the  Balance  of  Power  has  been  con- 
cumed.  la  17U4,  Louis  the  Fourteenth  of 


France  was  on  the  jHiint  of  acquiring  in 
Europe  a  predominance  similar  to  that 
M-hich  Napoleon  afterwards  acquired  by  the 
victories  of  Austerlitz,  Jena,  and  Wagram. 
The  soul  of  the  coalition  against  France  was 
England ;  yet  Marlliorough,  on  the  decisive 
field  of  Bleiiheiiii,  had  hardly  more  than 
10,000  English  soldiers  under  Ids  command 
in  an  army  eonijxised  of  70,000.  In  the 
Seven  Years’  War,  during  ■which  England 
supported  Prussia,  Frt'derick  the  Great, 
governing  five  millions  of  people,  triumphed 
over  a  coalition  of  sovereigns  wielding  the 
resources  of  a  hundr»‘d  millions,  by  the  aid 
of  English  subsidies.  England  was  at  the 
head  of  the  Eurojiean  coalitions  against  the 
French  Republic  and  Naiwleon,  and  spent 
five  thousand  millions  of  dollars  in  waging 
war  upon  them,  yet  the  men  she  brought  into 
the  field  wen-  as  nothing  eompan-d  to  the 
vast  armies  she  subsidized.  In  S|)ain, 
against  300,000  Fn-nch  troops,  she  never 
|)laced  30,000  English  troops  in  line  of 
battle ;  at  W.ntcrl(H>,  the  numlier  of  British 
troops  was  only  24,000.  At  the  Alma  her 
force  was  only  26,000.  Marlborough  and 
Wellington,  the  greatest  of  English  generals, 
were  at  the  head  of  large  armies,  but  their 
armies  coiild  nut  be  called  English  armies. 

Small,  however,  as  the  strictly  British 
force  has  been  in  all  the  continental  wars  of 
the  last  two  centuries,  its  efficiency  has  been 
altogether  out  of  proportion  to  its  numbers. 
In  sim])le  intrepidity  and  steadiness  it  has 
rarely  if  ever  found  its  European  match.  It 
may  be  called  almost  the  only  force  which 
has  proved,  by  repeated  experiments,  the 
|)ossibi!ity  of  resisting,  by  a -single  line,  the 
heaviest  attack  in  euliimn.  Yet  it  has  com¬ 
monly  been  recruited  from  “  the  dregs  of 
tlie  people.”  It  has  never  represented,  like 
the  army  of  France,  the  average  worth  and 
manliood  of  the  nation  itdefendeil.  Always 
brave,  it  has  sometimes  sliowed  itself 
strangely  stupid  and  brutal.  Wellington, 
the  commander  who  led  it  to  its  great(‘St 
triumphs,  was  almost  as  much  disgrs*^<  d 
with  its  excesses  as  proud  of  its  daring  .uul 
endurance.  In  retreat  and  disaster  he  coni- 
jilained  that  his  British  .soldiers  had  a  teii- 
ilency  to  degenerate  into  a  gang  of  undisci¬ 
plined  blackguards;  and  even  after  .such  a 
victory  as  that  of  Vittoria  he  reported  that 
more  than  double  the  number  of  men  he  lost 
in  the  battle  turned  into  mere  marauders 
after  it  was  gained.  To  the  last  he  was 
opjiosed  to  the  abolition  of  brutal  punish¬ 
ments  for  military  offences,  on  the  ground 
that,  by  the  constitution  of  the  British  army, 
its  privates  had  not  the  quick  feelings  of 
honor  and  shame  by  which  soldiers  of  other 
armies  were  more  or  less  influenced.  The 
French,  the  Russian,  the  German  soldier  is 
considered  by  his  commander  to  have  a  soul, 
and  stirring  addresses  are  made  to  its  no¬ 
bler  instincts;  the  English  general  makes 
no  appeal  to  great  si  ntiments  or  passions, 
but  sends  his  men  into  the  very  jaws  of 
death  with  a  simple  reliance  on  their  ani¬ 
mal  valor.  Admiral  Coffin  once  made  a 
sjiccch  in  the  House  of  Commons,  to  the  ef¬ 
fect  that  all  sympathy  with  the  West  India 
slaves  was  nonsensical  sentimentality,  tor  he 
had  lived,  he  said,  on  the  Islands,  and  knew 
that  the  negroes  were  well-fed,  happjr  and 
contented.  “  But,”  said  AVilbc-rforcc,  sidling 
up  to  him,  —  “  their  souls,  Admiral,  —  what 
of  their  souls  ?  ”  “  Their  souls !  ”  exclaimed 
the  Admiral  in  some  surprise ;  “  O,  damn 
their  souls  1  ”  There  has  been  something  of 
this  feeling  in  the  English  officer’s  estimate 
of  his  soldiers.  He  has  recognizeil  their 
souls  only  so  far  as  to  make  them  objective 
jxiints  on  which  to  launch  the  most  orthodox 
of  English  imjireeations. 

But  the  time  has  come  when  influence  in 
Europe  is  determined  by  the  capacity  to 
raise  armies  as  well  as  to  pay  armies,  and 
consequently  Great  Britain  has  of  late  beeh 
steadily  declining  as  a  European  power.  She 
sees  to-day  two  armed  nations  pitted  against 
each  otlier  in  the  deadliest  of  duels,  with  a 
million  of  trained  soldiers  on  either  side, 
and  she  ha.*  only  sixty  thousand  or  ninety 
Uiousand  to  back  her  demand  that  they  shall 
respect  the  neutrality  of  Belgium.  There  is 
an  immense  irritation  in  England  over  the 
palpable  military  impotence  of  the  country, 
and  the  feeling  is  spreading  that  it  can  lie 
remedied  only  by  some  tbriii  of  conscription. 
Heretofore  conscription  has  been  practically 
impossible  because  the  great  Inxly  of  the 
^Hjojilc  has  not  been  represented  in  Parlia- 
•ment.  Taxation,  to  any  extent,  has  lieen 
easy,  because  jiropcrty  laid  burdens  on  it¬ 
self;  but  in  such  a  countiy  as  Great  Britain, 
property  could  not  levy  men  as  it  levied 
taxes.  Since  the  passage  of  the  last  Ri-form 
Bill,  the  base  of  representation  has  been  so 
widened  that  the  peojile  of  England  may  now 
Ixi  said  to  direct  its  government,  and  a 
draff  on  the  population  presents  none  of  the 


difficulties  it  did  formerly.  If  a  small  army, 
recruited  generally  from  among  the  |)oor 
isnoraiit,  and  depraved  of  the  British  and 
Irish  jKipulace,  witli  none  of  the  kindlier 
sentiiiicnts  or  large  ideas  which  more,  or  less 
animate  the  French  and  German  private 
has  proved  itself  altogether  more  eflieient 
than  any  equal  number  of  continental  sol¬ 
diers,  what  may  be  expected  from  a  lar^e 
army  drawn  from  the  mass  of  the  British 
jKople  ?  If  the  Prussian  or  the  French 
method  of  conscription  slioiild  be  adopted 
by  Great  Britain,  and  it  was  uiiderstooil  in 
Europe  that  the  Britisli  people  were  armed 
in  the  sense  that  tlie  Geniiaii  and  French 
pi'Ojile  arc  armed,  England  would  at  once 
resume  in  I-urojH-an  ixililies  the  position  .'■he 
occupied  under  (Jodolphin,  Chatham,  and 
Pitt.  It  may  Ik*  that  such  a  iiosition  is  not 
desired  nor  desirable ;  it  may  be  that  the 
English  {K“oj)le  may  decide  that  all  armed 
intervention  on  their  part  in  European  af¬ 
fairs  is  foolish  and  wicked  ;  but  in  tliat  case 
(hey  imist  submit  to  be  iiicri-  observers  of 
the  revolutions  now  going  on  in  European 
States ;  for  those  revolutions,  as  Bismarck 
has  roughly  said,  arc  to  be  decided,  not  by 
remonstrances  and  re.-'olutions,  but  “  by 
blood  and  iron.” 


EDWIN  DROOD. 

JN  this  issue  of  Evkiiy  Sati  uday  we 
jilaec  before  our  readers  the  last  cliajiter 
ot'  “  The  Mystery  of  Edwin  Drood.”  The 
instaliiieiit  will  be  read  with  mournful  in¬ 
terest  and  lasting  regret.  'Ilie  talc  i.s  left 
half  told ;  the  mystery  remains  a  mystery 
forever,  'Fhe  sudden  breaking  off  of  the 
story  tells  us  again  with  more  emphasis  than 
any  words  could  convey  that  Charles  Dick¬ 
ens  is  dead.  'Oiiis  far  he  wrote,  when  the 
pen  slipped  from  his  fingers.  Here,  in  the 
middle  of  the  narrative,  across  the  halt- 
filled  page  the  invi*iblc  hand  of  death  has 
sharply  written  Fixis. 

As  a  literary  fragment  “  Edwin  Drood  ” 
will  possess  enduring  interest,  not  only  be¬ 
cause  it  was  the  aiitlior’s  last  work  and 
must  always  be  associated  witli  the  manner 
of  his  death,  but  because  of  the  tantalizing 
suggestions  it  throws  out  of  its  jiossible  per¬ 
fection  as  a  whole.  It  was  to  have  been 
the  wi iter’s  masterpiece,  the  work  of  his 
ripe  genius.  From  the  opening  sentence 
to  the  last,  it  evinces  a  jiower  to  he  found 
only  in  the  most  dramatic  jiassages  of  “  A 
Taie  of  Two  Cities,”  —  in  many  re- 
yvects  the  author’s  most  artistic  novel. 
'The  various  characters  introduced  have  the 
freshness  and  vitality  of  the  best  of 
those  creations  with  which  Charles  Dick¬ 
ens  has  peopled  moilern  English  literature. 
'They  are  so  instinct  with  life  that  one  almost 
fancies  that  they  mi«[lit,  if  they  would,  con¬ 
tinue  their  own  fictitious  existences  and  act 
out  their  parts  to  the  end  precisely  as  the 
author  had  intended.  We  know  them  so 
intimately  up  to  a  certain  point  that  it  seems 
strange  to  have  the  knowledge  stop  abruptly 
there,  —  not  to  ever  .know  anything  more 
about  them.  Immediately  after  Dickens’s 
death  it  was  re|K)rted  in  an  English  journal 
that  another  ■writer — Mr.  Wilkie  Collins 
we  believe  —  was  to  finish  the  roiuance, 
using  certain  memoranda  which  Dickens 
was  supposed  to  have  left.  The  rumor  was 
happily  without  foundation,  or  Mr.  Collins 
was  too  wise,  on  reflection,  to  risk  his  popu¬ 
larity  in  attempting  to  walk  in  the  foot-tracks 
of  Charles  Dickens.  At  all  events,  the  six 
monthly  parts  of  “  The  Mystery  of  Edwin 
Drood,”  prepared  for  fhe  press  by  tlie  au¬ 
thor  himself,  arc  all  of  the  story  that  is  b*  be 
given  to  the  public.  Messrs.  Fields,  tV- 
good,  &  Co.,  who  still  remain  the  authorize  1 
publishers  of  Charles  Dickens’s  works  i.i 
America,  have  issued  a  hitherto  uncollectet. 
volume  of  the  author’s  writings,  embracing 
“  Tlic  Mystery  of  Edwin  Di-ood,”  “  George 
Silverman’s  Explanation,”  “A  Holiday  Ro¬ 
mance,”  and  a  series  of'  “  New  Uncoiniiier- 
cial  Samples  ”  written  since  (he  novelist’s 
visit  to  this  country.  The  unfinished  novel 
is  published  in  biKik-fbrm  in  London  with 
the  following  introductory  note :  — 

“  All  that  was  left  of  Edwin  Duood  is 
here  published.  Its  last  entire  page  had 
not  been  written  two  hours  when  the  event 
occurred  which  one  very  touching  jiassage 
in  it  (grave  and  sad,  but  also  chceri'ul  and 
reassiiriiigf  might  seem  almost  to  have  anti¬ 
cipated.  MIC  only  notes  in  reference  to  the 
story  that  have  since  been  found  concern 
that  portion  of  it  exclusively  which  is  treat¬ 
ed  in  the  earlier  Numbers.  Beyond  the 
clews  therein  afforded  to  its  conduct  or  ca¬ 
tastrophe,  nothing  whatever  remains ;  and 
it  is  believed  lliat  what  the  writer  would 
himself  have  most  desired  is  done  in  placing 
before  the  reader,  without  further  note  or 
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jiurrrrcstion,  thc  lhi}inu-nt  of  The  Mysteuy 
o^''Ki'Win  Dkood.” 

To  that  shelf  set  r.part  for  the  half  eoni- 
i)]ete(l  (lesiijns  of  Thackiray,  Hawthorne, 
and  Mrs.  Gaskell,  we  now  add  “  The  Mys¬ 
tery  of  Edwin  Drood.” 


A  STORY  UY  THE  LATE  M.  PUflVOST- 
I'ARADOL. 

ONE  of  the  most  distimruished  of  h'reneh 
crities,  an  intimate  and  devoted  jK-rsonal 
friend  of  Paradol,  has  diseovered  in  a  story 
written  by  him  ten  years  aj;o,  and  published 
ammymou.^ly  in  the  Htvuc  dex  Deux  Moiidex, 
under  thc  title  of  “  Madame  de  Mar^ay  ” ;  a 
invsterious  ])rcs(  ntiment  of  hisoivn  tra<rieal 
ciid.  The  tale  is  one  of  Parisian  life,  half 
fiction  and  half  real,  several  of  the  charac¬ 
ters  of  which  are  well  known  in  the  Paris 
f(doii^.  The  authorshi])  was  carefully  con¬ 
cealed  at  thc  time,  even  from  the  editor  of 
the  Jtevue  des  Diux  Mondes,  and  would 
])robahly  never  have  l)een  divulged  had  not 
some  of  Piiradol’s  friends  found  a  certain 
clew  in  the  (piotation  fi-om  Lucretius  which 
o<-curs  in  the  story.  Lucretius  was  Paia- 
dol’s  inseparable  i)oct,  and  his  admiration 
for  the  Thinl  Book  of  the  De  lierum  Naturu, 
from  which  the  fpiotation  was  made,  was 
well  known.  “  Madame  de  Mari^-ay”  was 
thus  traced  to  thc  pen  of  Paradol,  who  did 
not  deny  the  authorship. 

'The  hero  of  the  talc,  Fi  rni,  is  a  Parisian, 
a  man  of  letters,  who  commits  suicidi!  from 
sheer  weariness  of  c.xistence.  “  Once  rt‘- 
solved  to  accomplish  his  design,  Ferni  re¬ 
covered  all  his  habitual  presence  of  mind 
and  eneny  of  will  to  execute  it.  He  started 
for  St.  Petersburg.  No  sooner  had  he  ar¬ 
rived  in  Russia  than  he  showed  symptoms 
of  that  mental  derangement  which  is  so 
commonly  deceptive,  and  then  blew  out  his 
brains.  This  accident,  appearing  to  be  thc 
result  of  temj)orary  insanity,  gave  great  pain 
to  society  at  St.  Petersburg,  and  the  suicide 
created  the  same  painful  surprise  in  Paris, 
where  Ferni  had  made  manv  warm  friends, 
lie  was  universally  regretted,  and  ahirost  all 
the  newspapers  in  Euro])e  expressed  sorrow 
for  his  untimely  end.”  The  parallel  between 
thc  death  of  Ferni  apd  that  of  Prevost- 
Paradol  cannot  fail  to  strike  thc  reader  of 
the  story,  the  first  pa't  of  which,  translated 
from  the  Revue,  des  Deux  Moiides,  February, 
1860,  we  print  on  another  pa<re  of  this  jour¬ 
nal.  TTie  second  and  concluding  jwrtion 
will  be  jmbli'-hed  m  our  next  number. 
“  Madame  de  Murray, ”  a  striking  production 
in  itself,  derives  a  peculiar  interest  from 
the  circumstances  of  thc  unhappy  author’s 
death. 
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I  AMES  B.  TAYLOR  of  New  York,  a  prominent 
l!c|iubliciin  politician,  and  one  of  the  pro- 
jirietors  of  tlie  Ntw  I'ork  Timet,  died  Aug.  22. 

Vice-Admiral  I’orterlias  been  appointed  Admiral 
in  place  of  the  late  Admiral  Farmgut.  His  com¬ 
mission  is  dated  Aug.  16. 

George  Wood,  Chief  of  the  Navipition  Division 
of  the  Treasury  Department,  and  author  of  “  Peter 
Schicmihl  in  America,”  “  Modern  Pilgrims,”  and 
other  works,  died  at  Sanitoga  Springs,  Aug.  24. 

The  Claj)p  family  of  America  held  a  social  re¬ 
union  at  Northampton,  Mass.,  Aug.  24.  Nearly  a 
thousand  descendants  of  Roger  Clapp,  his  brother 
Edward,  and  three  cousins,  Nicholas,  .Tohn,  and 
Thomas,  gathered  from  all  parts  of  the  country 
and  had  a  most  successful  and  interesting  meet¬ 
ing.  Hon.  A.  M.  Clapp,  Congressional  Printer, 
presided;  Rev.  Dr.  Alexsmder  H.  Clapp,  of  New 
York,  delivered  the  address;  Mr.  Otis  Clapp,  of 
Boston,  rend  a  paper  on  “  The  Puritan  Brother- 
IkmxI,  its  origin  and  objects,  ami  the  connection  of 
the  'Olapp  lamily  therewith”;  and  speeches  were 
inac’i  by  other  members  of  the  numerous  family. 

'’nree  hundred  years  ago  (Jueen  Elizabeth’s 
gr'ut  admiral.  Sir' Francis  Drake,  died,  leaving 
ii'imcnso  property  in  real  estate  and  in  coin-  and 
.ate  which  he  captured  while  buccaneering  on 
he  Spanish  Main.  The  property  was  strictly 
entailed,  and  remained  so  for  five  generations. 
The  fifth,  Sir  Thomas  Drake,  broke  the  entail  by 
bequeathing  the  property  to  the  female  bnmcli. 
Two  hundred  heirs  of  the  cut-off  male  branch  of 
the  family  met  at  New  York,  Aug.  24,  to  hear  a 
report  of  a  committee  to  establish  their  claims  to 
this  immense  estate.  The  report  is  very  favor¬ 
able.  Sergeant  Fisher,  the  greatest  searcher  of 
titles  in  the  United  Kingdom,’  has  found  an  un¬ 
broken  entail  to  the  present  heirs,  with  the  excep¬ 
tion  of  an  interval  ot  twenty  years,  and  this  he  is 
confident  of  bridging  over.  Tho  property  is  mostly 
in  Devonshire,  England,  and  consists  of  fortresses, 
manors,  vast  tracts  of  land,  &c.,  to  the  value  of 
one  hundred  and  twenty-eight  million  dollars. 
The  case  is  to  bo  contested  immediately. 

Secretary  Cox,  of  the  Department  of  the  In¬ 
terior,  refuses  to  allow  tho  clerks  in  his  department 
to  be  assessed  for  political  purjioses. 

A  meeting  of  tho  Central  College  Association  — 
an  organization  for  the  advancement  of  collegiate 
and  higher  education  in  the  Valley  of  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi  —  was  held  at  Oberlin,  O.,  Aug.  25.  It 
was  attended  by  more  than  thirty  college  presi¬ 
dents. 

August  26.  —  A  severe  thunder-storm  prevailed 
over  New  England  and  New  York.  At  Kingston, 


N.  Y.,  the  lightning  struck  a  circus  tent,  killing 
five  persons  and  injuring  many  others. 

An  express  train  on  the  Missouri  Pacific  Rail¬ 
road  was  roblied  Aug.  26,  by  masked  men,  near 
.lefferson  City,  Mo.,  and  $10,800  in  money  were 
stolen.  The  robbers  escaped,  and  no  clew  to  their 
identity  was  obtained. 

Col.  A.  C.  Ryan,  a  noted  Cuban  leader,  was  ar¬ 
rested  at  New  York  Aug.  26,  charged  with  vio¬ 
lating  the  neutrality  laws  of  the  United  States. 

Hon.  Linus  Child,  a  prominent  lawyer  of  Boston, 
died  at  Hingham^  Mass.,  Aug.  26. 

Destructive  fires  took  place  Aug.  27,  at  Wor¬ 
cester,  Mass.,  and  Calais,  Me. 

The  Second  Adventists  have  held  an  annual 
camp-meeting  at  Springfield,  Mass.  There  were 
160  tents,  and  about  3000  Adventists  were  present 
The  meeting  closed  Aug.  28. 

A  letter  was  published  Aug.  27  from  Gen. 
Hiram  Walbridge,  advocating  the  nomination  of 
Ilornce  Greeley  for  Governor  of  New  York  on  the 
sim])le  platform  of  Financial  lulegrity  and  the 
Pui-ilg  of  the  Franchise. 

Thc  Central  Pacific,  California  and  Oregon,  and 
the  Alexandria  and  San  .loaquin  Valley  Railroad 
Companies  have  consolidated  under  the  name  of 
Central  Pacific  Railroad  Companv. 

The  Crow  Indians  of  Dakota  have  lately  been 
attacked  and  driven  to  the  forts  by  the  Sioux. 
Gen,  Sully  says  it  will  be  impossible  to  keep  the 
Crows  on  their  reservation  until  the  Sioux  have 
beeti  severely  punished. 

A  riot  lifts  been  in  progress  since  Aug.  23,  at 
Fall  River,  Jlass.,  where  the  spinners  are  on  a 
strike.  Over  10,000  persons  are  engaged  in  it. 

August  29  was  crowded  with  accidents.  A  mis¬ 
placed  switch,  in  charge  of  a  drunken  man,  threw 
ofl’  an  express  train  at  Greenbush,  N.  Y.,  killing 
two  persons  and  wounding  many  others.  —  A  car 
on  the  Camden  and  Ambrjy  railroad  was  thrown 
from  the  track  by  a  broken  rail,  killing  two  per¬ 
sons  and  injuring  numerous  others.  —  A  car  got 
off  the  track  at  a  mining  slope  at  Girardville,  Pa., 
killing  six  men. 

John  Simmons,  one  of  the  most  enterprising  and 
successful  merchants  of  Boston  a  generation  ago, 
die(l  at  Little  Compton,  R.  I.,  Aug.  29. 

The  following  order  was  issued  by  the  Secretarj' 
of  the  Navy,  August  29:  — 

“  For  the  more  economical  administration  of  the 
naval  service  and  in  accordance  with  the  spirit  of 
the  act  of  Congress,  entitled  ‘  An  act  to  further  pro¬ 
mote  the  efficiency  of  the  navy,’  it  is  hereby  or¬ 
dered,  that,  — 

“  Fikst.  From  and  after  the  1st  of  October, 
lfe7(;,  Jiext,  no  retired  officer  of  the  navy  shall  be 
assi^  ed  to  or  remain  upon  active  duty,  except  as 
a  member  of  the  lighthouse  Board,  the  Board  fer 
the  examination  of  officers  for  promotion,  and  for 
the  retired  list  and  for  the  Naval  Asylum.  All 
such  officers  not  coming  within  the  above  excep¬ 
tions  now  on  active  duty,  are  retired  from  that 
date,  October  1. 

“  Second.  Should  either  of  the  Bureaus  of  the 
Department  require  at  any  time,  the  services  of  any 
retired  officer  for  any  sp'ecial  duty  on  account  of 
his  peculiar  experience  or  fitness  for  the  same, 
sjiecial  application  will  be  made  to  the  Secretary 
of  the  Navy  for  such  assignment  by  the  President. 

“  Tiiikd*.  The  position  of  Port  Admiral  is  hereby 
discontinued  from  and  after  the  1st  of  October,  ex¬ 
cept  at  the  port  of  New  York. 

(Signed)  “  Geo.  M.  Roiseson, 

“  Secretary  of  the  Navy. 

''  This  order  will  discontinue  from  service  about 
thirty  retired  officers,  who  are  at  present  filling 
places  either  in  this  city  or  at  various  navy  yards. 

Mr.  Ashbury  published,  August  29,  a  challenge 
to  any  schooner  yacht  in  America  to  sail  against 
the  Cambria  in  a*  ten-knot  breeza  twenty  miles  t« 
windward  and  back  from  the  Sandy  Hook  light¬ 
ship. 

General  G.  M.  Dodge  of  Iowa,  A.  L.  Rountree 
and  R-  J.  McElhaney  of  Missouri  have  appointed 
commissioners  to  examine  and  report  upon  the  first 
fiRy  miles  of  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Railroad. 

General  Fremont  has  purchased  “  Bald  Porcu- 
piiie  Island,”  at  ,Bar  Harbor,  Mount  Desert,  and 
willl  erect  thereon  a  cottage  for  a  summer  resi¬ 
dence. 


FOREIGN  NEWS. 

The  W.vr.  —  The  despatches  from  the  seat  of 
war,  both  those  from  Berlin  and  those  from  Paris, 
are  so  meagre  and  contradictoiy  even  when  intel¬ 
ligible,  that  it  is  at  this  time  impossible  to  state 
with  any  accuracy  or  clear  detail  what  has  taken 
place  since  the  battle  of  Rezonville  or  Gravelotte, 
August  18th.  That  day’s  fight  put  the  Prussians 
in  control  of  the  roads  leading  from  Metz  to  Ver¬ 
dun,  and,  according  to  Prussian  testimony,  shut  up 
Bazaine  and  the  remnant  of  his  armv  in  Metz. 
French  despatches,  however,  report  Razaine  as 
communicating  regularly  with  General  MacMahon 
and  Paris,  and  even  affinu  that  he  and  the  bulk  of 
his  army  are  with  MacMahon;  but  these  state¬ 
ments  appear  extremely  doubtful. 

General  MacMahon,  after  his  defeat  at  Wurth, 
retreated  to  Chalons,  and  there  reorganized  his 
army.  For  some  days  it  was  apparently  his  pur¬ 
pose  to  remain  at  Chalons  and  await  the  expected 
attack  of  the  Crown  Prince,  who  had  advanced  to 
Vitry,  some  twenty  miles  southeast  of  Chalons. 
But'SlacMahon  abandoned  Chalons,  burned  the 
camp,  and  marched  to  Rheims.  Thence,  on  the 
23il,Jie  started  for  Mezieres,  apparently  with  the 
design  of  going  to  the  relief  of  Bazaine  by  way  of 
Montmedy  and  Thionville,  or  to  be  in  a  position  to 
attack  the  army  of  the  Crown  Prince,  if  it  should 
advance  on  Paris. 

A  sharp  engagement,  August  2&th,  at  Stenay,  is 
reported,  in  which  the  Prussians  were  victors.' 

It  is  credibly  reported  that  a  series  of  bloody 
engagements  have  taken  place  in  the  wooded  re¬ 
gion  between  Varennes  and  Stenay.  The  fighting 
began  Sunday,  August  28th,  but  the  result  is  still 
uncertain.  The  engagement  is  believed  to  have 
covered  miles  of  wooded  ground  between  Stenay 
and  Verdun. 

Berlin  reports  state  that  on  Sunday  a  fight  took 
place  at  Buznnev,  near  Stenay,  between  six  squad¬ 
rons  of  French  Chasseurs  and  the  3d  Saxon  caval¬ 
ry  regiment,  a  squadron  of  Uhlans,  and  a  battery. 
After  a  desperate  conflict,  lasting  several  hours, 
the  French  were  defeated.  Their  commanding 


officer.  Colonel  Laporte,  and  many  other  officers 
and  men,  were  taken  prisoners.  Despatches  from 
the  vicinity  of  the  Prussian  head-quarters  at  Bar 
le  Due  state  that  heavy  fighting  was  in  progress 
during  the  whole  of  Sunday  at  Dun,  Stenay,  and 
Monzon,  upon  the  banks  of  the  Meuse. 

The  first  naval  engagement  of  the  French-Prus- 
sian  war  took  place  near  the  Danish  Island  of 
Moen,  August  lith, without  any  decisive  result. 

Herr  Von  Thile,  Prussian  Secretary  of  State, 
telegraphed  Aug.  26th  to  Baron  Gerolt,  Prussian 
Minister  to  the  United  States;  “The  incident 
mentioned  in  a  telegram  of  the  22d  has  occurred 
twice  since  Cimtain  Rochow,  sent  by  General 
Alvensleben  to  Toul  with  a  flag  of  trace,  has  been 
received  with  shots,  and  a  trumpeter  accompany¬ 
ing  another  flag  of  truce  has  OMn  killed.  You 
wul  lodge  a  protest  with  the  United  States  against 
these  repeated  violations  of  international  law  and 
declare  the  impossibility  henceforth  of  sending 
flags  of  truce  to  a  nation  whose  soldier  lost,  in 
Africa,  China  and  Mexico,  all  recollections  of  the 
usages  of  civilized  warfare.”  Since  that  date  the 
Prussian  Government  has  declared  its  resolution 
to  offer  no  diplomatic  negotiations  to  the  French 
pc^le  until  tne  Empire  is  at  an  end. 

There  is  said  to  be  a  popular  movement  on  foot 
in  Germany  to  secure  for  the  liberal  party  an  in¬ 
fluential  voice  in  the  settlement  of  the  terms  of 
peace,  and  to  convene  the  German  parliament  to 
give  expression  to  the  wishes  of  the  people. 

The  Queen  of  Prussia  has  forwarded  two  gold 
medals  to  Coblentz,  to  be  handed  over  to  the  author 
of  “  Guard  on  the  Rhine,”  which  has  become  the 
great  German  war  song. 

It  is  stated  that  the  Prussian  Government  applied 
to  the  English  government  to  know  whetner  it 
would  consider  the  transportation  of  wounded  men 
through  Luxembourg  a  violation  of  its  neutrality. 
The  English  government  asked  the  French  author¬ 
ities  whether  they  objected.  The  French  replied, 
“  Y'es,  because  it  opens  the  Prussian  railways  to  the 
unrestricted  transmission  of  troops  and  supplies.” 

Prussia  rejoins:  “Three  fifths  of  the  wounded 
we  want  to  send  are  French.  If  yon  object,  we 
must  attend  to  our  own  first,  nor  are  military 
trains  capable  of  being  mnloyed  forthe  wounded.” 
It  has  since  been  announi  ed  that  in  consequence 
of  the  complications  that  w>.uld  ensue  from  an  in¬ 
vasion  of  the  neutrality  of  Bdgiumand  Luxem¬ 
bourg,  the  Prussian  Government  nas  abandoned  the 
idea  of  transporting  the  Prussian  wounded  by  the 
Belgian  and  Luxembourg  railway  routes  to  Ger¬ 
many.  The  neutrality  of  the  neutral  powers  ad¬ 
joining  Prussia  will  be  stringently  observed. 

A  moderate  Carlist  demonstration  is  progressing 
in  Spain.  Outbreaks  occur  in  various  Rarts  of  the 
conntrv,  principally  in  the  north.  The  French 
authorities  arrested,  at  the  moment  of  an  attempt 
to  cross  the  frontier,  the  Carlist  General  Diaz,  who, 
with  some  officers,  130  men,  a  quantity  of  guns 
and  ammunition,  was  taken  to  Bayonne  adder 
guard. 

At  Madrid  a  strong  anti-Bonaparte  feeling  is  re¬ 
ported  to  exist,  in  consequence  of  the  revelation 
that  before  the  war  with  Prussia,  Napoleon  en¬ 
gaged  to  restore  Isabella  to  the  throne  of  Spain  in 
return  for  the  cession  of  the  Balearic  Islands  to 
France. 

The  North  German  government  has  appointed 
permanent  civil  administrations  for  the  provinces 
of  Alsace  and  Lorraine.  Count  Renard,  a  noted 
writer  on  political  economy  and  finance,  has  been 
appointed  Prussian  Governor  of  Alsace. 

Victor  Hugo  has  returned  to  Paris  in  the  uniform 
of  the  Reserve  National  Guard. 

The  Prince  Imperial  has  been  sent  hither  and 
thither  to  be  kept  out  of  harm’s  way,  and  yet  to 
have  the  general  appearance  of  being  with  the 
armv.  He  was  last  reported  at  Sedan,  Aug.  28. 

The  army  correspondents  in  France  are  faring 
badly.  Austin  of  the  London  Timet  is  imprisoned 
at  Rheims;  Hall  of  the  Graphic  is  imprisoned  at 
Nancy;  and  Holdsworth  ot  the  Neics  has  been 
escorted  back  to  Paris  under  guard. 

Prince  Napoleon’s  mission  to  Italy  to  procure 
Victor  Emanuel’s  assistance,_has  proved  an  utter 
failure.  Some  of  the  Paris  Journals  criticise  the 
Prince  very  severely,  accusing  him  of  acting  for 
the  security  of  the  Bonaparte  dynasty,  and  not 
for  the  safety  of  France. 

The  Crow'n  Prince  of  Prussia  has  issued  a  proc¬ 
lamation  to  the  people  of  France,  wherein  he 
says : — 

“  Prussia  makes  war  against  the  Emperor,  and 
not  against  the  people  of  France.  Tne  people 
have  nothing  whatever  to  fear.  The  prince  an¬ 
nounces  his  purpose  to  instantly  restore  the  lines 
of  travel  which  have  been  interrupted  or  de¬ 
stroyed  by  army  movement*,  so  that  labor  and 
com'merce  may  everywhere  be  resumed.  All  of 
the  French  officials  have  been  requested  to  remain 
at  their  posts,  and  their  personal  safety  will  be 
guarantee.  The  Prince  further  says  that  the 
only  surplus  food  that  will  be  taken  for  German 
troops  will  be  that  only  which  is  not  required  by 
the  peaceful  French. 

Gen.  Von  Steinmetz  has  been  removed  from 
command  of  the  German  army  of  the  Right,  and 
the  Grand  Duke  of  Saxony  appoiiiteu  in  bis 
place. 

Gen.  Failly  has  been  deprived  of  his  command 
because  he  overlooked  and  left  at  Chalons  one 
hundred  cannon,  which  would  have  fallen  into  thc 
hands  of  the  enemy  had  not  Count  Palikao  taken 
the  precaution  to  nave  the  camp  inspected  after 
its  evacuation. 

Very  frank  and  significant  remarks  are  made  al¬ 
most  dailv  in  the  Corps  Legislatif.  A  few  days 
ago  the  Ministers  were  notified  by  M.  Keratry  and 
other  Deputies  that  the  practice  of  withholding 
news  could  no  longer  be  tolerated,  and  that  the 
Deputies  were  determined  that  General  Trochu’s 
plans  should  not  be  interfered  with  by  Count  Pali¬ 
kao  or  even  by  the  Emperor.  At  another  session, 
Jules  Favre  informed  the  Deputies  that,  in  his 
opinion,  the  recent  French  misfortunes  were  due 
to  the  leaders;  and,  after  denouncing  them,  he 
wanted  to  know  whether  it  was  for  the  dynasty  or 
the  nation  they  are  fighting. 

The  Emperor  is  reporten  with  Gen.  MacMahon 
and  intending  to  lead  the  Imperial  Guard  in  per¬ 
son,  but  there  are  grave  reasons  to  doubt  the 
report.  The  Prussians  credit  a  rumor  from  Bar- 
le-Dnc,  that  Napoleon  is  shut  up  in  Metz. 

It  is  stated  that  Cardinals  Schwartzenburg,  Ma- 


thien,  Rancher,  and  Hohenlohe  have  sent  to  the 
Holy  Father  their  adhesion  to  the  Papal  dogma  of 
infallibility. 

On  the  other  hand.  Dr.  Michaelis,  a  Roman 
Catholic  priest,  and  professor  of  a  clerical  semina¬ 
ry  in  Braunsbsrg,  Eastern  Prussia,  ha.s.  in  the 
Augsburg  Allegemeine  Zeitnng,  declared  the  Pope 
a  heretic  and  a  destroyer  of  the  Church  in  arro¬ 
gating  to  himself  this  wicked  authority. 

The  conduct  of  the  French  Legion  in  demand¬ 
ing  to  return  to  France  was  so  menacing  that  the 
Pope  dismissed  the  troops  at  once.  The  last  com¬ 
pany  is  reported  to  have  embarked  at  Civita  Vec- 
chia  on  Sunday,  August  21st. 

A  special  messenger  from  St.  Petersburg  has 
been  sent  with  important  instructions  to  the  Lega¬ 
tion  at  London.  Russia  insists  upon  the  clearest 
intimation  to  Prussia  that  she  will  be  held  to  her 
original  pretexts  in  the  war,  and  that  no  territorial 
aggrandizement  will  be  permitted  by  the  Powers. 
The  Russian  Baltic  fleet  is  under  sailing  orders. 

Sir  Frederick  Pollock,  Bart.,  formerly  Chief 
Baron  of  the  Court  of  Exchequer  in  England,  died 
Aug.  22. 

The  bakeries  in  Paris  were  all  visited  by  the  au¬ 
thorities,  August  26th,  to  ascertain  whether  they 
had  a  supply  of  flour  to  last  forty  days,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  average  of  daily  sales. 

A  Board  of  Engineers  "has  been  appointed  to  in¬ 
spect  and  repair  the  Martelle  towers  on  the  British 
coast. 

Richard  Seymour  Conway,  fourth  Marquis  of 
Hertford,  has  Just  died  in  'Paris  at  the  age  of 
seventy,  leaving  his  vast  estates,  his  magnificent, 
and  in  some  respects,  unrivalled  collections  of  art, 
and  his  splendid  coroi;“t  to  his  young  kinsman. 
Captain  Hugh  de  Grey  Seymour,  his  cousin’s 
grandson.  He  was  an  early  and  a  constant  friend 
of  the  Emperor  Napoleon  III. 

Field  Marshal  Sir  Alexander  Woodford,  governor 
of  the  Chelsea  hospital,  who  served  in  the  Penin¬ 
sular  war,  died  at  London,  Aug.  26,  aged  eighty- 
eight. 


FINANCIAL  AND  COMMERCIAL. 

This  record  i*  prepared  for  Erzar  SiTCSDAV,  not  at 
a  department  of  news,  but  for  convenient  reference. 
At  tke  wortd  is  to  girdled  with  tetegraph  tines  that 
all  important  facts,  wherever  occurring,  are  imme¬ 
diately  known  at  all  the  commercial  and  financial 
centres ;  and  as  the  principal  markets  anit  exchanges 
are  in  almost  instantaneous  communication  with 
one  another,  this  record  of  the  prices  of  sti  cks  and 
commercial  staples  at  the  great  European  and  Amer¬ 
ican  centres  will  serve  as  a  barometer  with  which  to 
measure  the  force  and  duration  of  any  great  dt-i.- 
turbance  of  affairs,  whether  arising  from  political, 
financial,  or  commercial  complications. 

August 

FlX.iSCUL. 

London.  —  Consols,  91}  ;  r.  S.  6-20’s,  1862,  88 ;  do. 
1867,  864. 

FR  ixzrOBT.  —  U.  S.  5--20’8,  1862.  91}. 

NzwYoax.  —  Gold,  116J  Or  117J  ;  IT.  S.  6‘3,  1881, 
114}  ;  &-20’s,  1862,  1121 ;  do.  1867,  110. 

CouHzacLa. 

Liverpool.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  9  ^  9Jd.  ;  red 
winter  wheat,  9a.  lOd. 

New  Yorx. — Cotton,  middling  uplands,  195c.;  red 
winter  wheat,  $  1.38  m  1.42. 

CoiCAGO.  —  Red  winter  wheat,  S*  1.13  (No.  2). 

August  as. 

Financul. 

LoNDO.n.  —  Consols,  91}  ;  U.  8.  5-20's,  1862.  871  ;  do. 
1867,  85J. 

FsANKroni.  —  U.  8.  5-20’s,  1862,  91}. 

New  York.  —  Gold,  116}  'A  118  ;  U.  S.  e’s,  1881, 114} ; 
5-20  S,  186-2,  111}  ;  do.  1867, 109}. 
COXMEBCUL. 

Liverpool.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  9  ^  Old.; 
red  winter  wheat,  9s.  lOd. 

,  New  Y'ohk.  —  Cotton,  middliDg  uplands,  lOJc. ;  red 
winter  wheat,  $  1.40  m  1.42. 

Chicago.  —  Red  winter  wheat,  $  1.12}. 

August  146. 

Financul. 

London.  — Consols,  91}  ;  U.  S.  5-20’s,  1862,  87.  ;  do. 
1867,  86}. 

FatNKFORT.  —  U.  8.  5-20's,  1862,  91}. 

Paris.  —  Rentes,  60f.  85c. 

New  Yore.  —  Gold,  116}  ;  C.  8.  6’s,  1881, 1141  ;  5-'20's, 
1862,  111}  (rt  112}  ;  do.  1867.  110. 

COMWERTIAt. 

Liverpool.  —  CoPon,  middling  uplands,  8}  (A  9d.;  red 
winter  wheat.  Os.  lOd. 

New  York.  —  Cotton,  midilling  uplands,  lO’c. ;  red 
winter  wheat,  .■?  1.40  (A  1.42. 

Chicago.  —  Red  winter  wheat,  $  1.11  (new  No.  2). 

August  37. 

Fin.ancial. 

London.  —  Consols,  91}  ;  U.  8.  5-20’8,  1862,  87}  ;  do 
1867,  85.}. 

Frankpori.  —  U.  8.  3-'20'8,  1862,  91}  (tt  91}. 

Paris.  —  Rentes,  591.  20c. 

New  Yorx.  —  Gold,  116.};  U.  8.  6's.  1881, 114} ;  5-'20’s, 
1862, 112}  ;  do.  1867, 110. 

Commercial. 

Liverpool.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  8}  w  9il. 

New  York.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  19}c. ;  red 
winter  wheat.  $  1.35  (<e  1.4'2. 

Chicago.  —  Red  winter  wheat.  111}. 

August  30. 

Financul. 

London.  —  Consols,  91}  ;  U.  8.  5-20'3, 1862,87}  @  88}; 

do.  1867,  85}  (A  86}. 

Paris.  —  Rentes,  59t.  2Hc. 

New  York.  —  Gold,  116}  ;  U.  S.  6's,  1881,  ll^} ;  5-20’3, 
1862, 112}  ;  do.  1867, 110. 

Commercial. 

Liverpool.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  8}d. 

New  York.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  19J  ;  red  win¬ 
ter  wheat,  S  1.38  lA  1.43. 

Chicago.  —  Ral  winter  wheat,  $  1.11. 

August  30. 

Financial. 

London.  —  Consols,  91}  ;  U.  8.  5-20’8,  1S62,  88}  ;  do. 
1867, 86}. 

Fiunkfort —  U.  8.  5-‘20’8,  1862, 91}. 

New  York.  — Gold.  116}  ;  U.  8.  6’s,  1881, 114  ;  5-20’f, 
1862, 112}  ;  do.  1867, 110. 

Commercial. 

Liverpool.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  8}d. 

New  York.  —  Cotton,  middling  uplands,  19|c. ;  red 
winter  wheat,  $  1.40  1.45. 

Chicago.  —  Red  winter  wheat,  $  1.W}  (new). 
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District  Court  for  the  District  of  M:i8sachusctts.] 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  EDWIN  DROOD. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

(From  the  Author's  Advance  Sheets.) 

WITH  ORIGINAL  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


CHAPTER  XXIII.  tCostinucd.)  ! 

THE  DAWN  AGAIN.  ' 

It  has  not  looked  very  Ion*:,  when  he  sits  j 
up,  chilled  and  shakin",  slowly  recovers  I 
('onsciousness  of  where  he  is,  and  makes  ' 
himself  ready  to  depart.  The  woman  re-  i 
ceives  what  he  pavs  her  with  a  srrateful 
“  Bless  ye.  bless  ye,  deary !  ”  and  seems, 
tired  out,  to  begdn  making  herself  ready  for 
sleep  as  he  leaves  the  room. 

But  seeming  may  be  false  or  true.  It  is 
false  in  this  case,  for,  the  moment  the  stairs 
have  ceased  to  creak  under  his  tread,  she  ; 
glides  after  him,  muttering  emphatically,  j 
“  I  T1  not  miss  ye  twice !  ”  i 

There  is  no  eiress  from  the  court  but  by  I 
its  entrance.  With  a  weird  peep  from  the  | 
doorway  she  watches  for  his  looking  back.  | 
He  does  not  look  back  before  disappearing,  | 
with  a  wavering  step.  She  follows  him,  , 
]:eeps  fiom  the  court,  sees  him  still  falter-  ! 
ing  on  without  looking  back,  and  holds  him  | 
in  view.  , 

He  repairs  to  the  back  of  Aldersgate  ! 
Street,  where  a  door  immediately  opens  to  | 
his  knocking.  She  crouches  in  another  I 
d'xirway,  watchinsf  that  one,  and  easily  | 
comprehending  that  he  puts  up  temporarily  | 
at  that  house.  Her  patience  is  unexhausted  1 
by  hour.-i.  For  sustenance  she  can,  and  | 
does,  buy  breatl  within  a  hundred  yards,  j 
and  milk  as  it  is  carried  past  her.  I 

He  comes  forth  again  at  noon,  having  | 
changed  his  dress,  but  carrying  nothing  in  j 
hi.s  hand,  and  having  nothing  carried  for 
him.  He  is  not  going  back  into  the  ! 
country,  therefore,  just  yet.  She  follows  I 
him  a  little  way,  hesitate.s,  instantaneously  i 
turns  confidently,  and  goes  straight  into  the  ! 
hou.-ie  he  has  quitted.  j 

“  Is  the  gentleman  firom  Cloisterham  in-  j 
doors  ?  ”  I 

“.lust  gone  out.”  I 

“  Unlucky.  When  does  the  gentleman  j 
return  to  Cloisterham  ?  ”  i 

“  At  six  this  evening.”  i 

“  Bless  ye  and  thank  ye.  Mav  the  Lord 
jm)sper  a  business  where  a  civil  question,  ! 
even  from  a  poor  soul,  is  socivilly  answered !  ”  I 
“  I  ’II  not  miss  ye  twice !  ”  rejieats  the 
poor  soul  in  the  street,  and  not  so  civilly.  ' 
“  I  lost  ye  last  where  that  omnibus  you  got  | 
into  nigh  yomr  journey’s  end  plied  betwixt  ; 
the  station  and  the  place.  I  was  n’t  so  j 
much  as  certain  that  you  even  went  right 
on  to  the  place.  Now  I  know  ye  did.  My 
gentleman  from  Cloisterham,  I  ’ll  be  there  ; 
before  ye  and  bide  your  coming.  I’ve 
sworn  my  oath  that  I  ’ll  not  miss  ye  twice !  ” 
Accordingly,  that  same  evening  the  poor 
soul  stands  in  Cloisterham,  High  Street, 
looking  at  the  many  quaint  gables  of  the 
Nuns’  House,  and  getting  through  the  time  i 
as  she  best  can  until  nine  o’clock ;  at  which  | 
hour  she  has  reason  to  suppose  that  the  ar-  ' 
riving  omnibus  jiassengers  may  have  some  1 
interest  for  her.  Tlie  friendly  darkness,  at  j 
that  h<mr,  renders  it  ea«y  for  her  to  ascer-  ! 
tain  whether  this  be  so  or  not ;  and  it  is  so,  ; 
f(jr  the  passenger  not  to  be  missed  twice  ar-  j 
rives  among  the  rest.  i 

“  Now,  let  me  see  what  becomes  of  you.  i 
Go  on ! ”  I 

An  observation  addressed  to  the  air.  And  i 
yet  it  might  be  addressed  to  the  passenger, 
so  compliantly  dot's  he  go  on  along  the  Iligh  ! 
Street  until  he  comes  to  an  arched  gateway,  | 
at  which  he  unexpectedly  vanishes.  The 
ptKjr  soul  quickens  her  pace ;  is  swift,  and 
close  upon  him  entering  under  the  gateway ; 
but  only'  sees  a  postern  staircase  on  one  side 
of  it,  and  on  the  other  side  an  ancient 
vaulted  room,  in  which  a  large-headed,  gray¬ 
haired  gentleman  is  writing,  under  the  odd 
circumstances  of  sitting  ojien  to  the  thor-  ' 
oughfare  and  eying  all  who  pass,  as  if  he  | 
were  toll-taker  of  the  gateway :  though  the  [ 
way  is  free.  j 

“  Halloa !  ”  he  cries  in  a  low  voice,  see-  i 

ing  her  brought  to  a  stand-still :  “  who  are  j 

you  looking  for  ?  ”  I 

“  There  was  a  gentleman  passed  in  here 
this  minute,  sir.”  ' 


“  Of  course  there  was.  What  do  you 
want  with  him  ?  ” 

“  Where  do  he  live,  deary  ?  ” 

“  Live  ?  Up  that  staircase.” 

“  Bless  ye  I  WliisjK'r.  What ’s  his  n.ame, 
deary  ?,” 

“  Surname  Jasper,  Christian  name  John. 
Mr.  John  Jasper.” 

“  Has  he  a  calling,  good  gentleman  ?  ” 

“  Calling  ?  Yes.  Sings  in  the  choir.” 

“  In  the  spire  ?  ” 

“  Choir.” 

“  What ’s  that  ?  ” 

Mr.  Datchery  rises  from  his  papers,  and 
comes  to  his  door-step.  “  Do  you  know 
what  a  cathedral  is  ?  ”  he  asks  jocosely. 

The  woman  nods. 

“  What  is  it  ?  ” 

She  looks  puzzled,  casting  about  in  her 
mind  to  find  a  dehnition,  when  it  occurs  to 
her  that  it  is  easier  to  point  out  tlie  substan¬ 
tial  object  itself,  massive  against  the  dark- 
blue  sky  and  the  early  stars. 

“  That ’s  the  answer.  Go  in  there  at 
seven  to-morrow  morning,  and  you  may  see 
Mr.  John  Jasper,  and  hear  him  too.” 

“  Thank  ye  !  lliank  ye !  ” 

The  burst  of  triumi)h  iu  which  she  thanks 
him  does  not  escape  the  notice  of  tlwj  single 
buffer  of  an  easy  temper  living  idly  on  his 
means.  He  glances  at  her;  clasps  his 
hands  behind  him,  as  the  wont  of  such  buf¬ 
fers  is ;  and  lounges  along  the  echoing  pre¬ 
cincts  at  her  side. 

“  Or,”  he  suggests,  with  a  backward  hitch 
of  his  head,  “  you  can  go  up  at  once  to  Mr. 
Ja^r’s  rooms  there.” 

Tlie  woman  eyes  him  with  a  cunning 
smile,  and  shakes  her  head. 

“  Oh  !  You  don’t  want  to  speak  to  him  ?  ” 
She  rei)eats  her  dumb  reply,  and  forms 
with  htT  lips  a  soundless  “  No.” 

“  You  can  admire  lum  at  a  distance  three 
times  a  day,  whenever  you  like.  It ’s  a  long 
wav  to  come  lor  that,  though.” 

The  woman  looks  up  miickly.  If  Mr. 
Datchery  thinks  she  is  to  be  so  induced  to 
declare  where  she  comes  from,  he  is  of  a 
much  easier  temper  than  she  is.  But  she 
acquits  him  of  such  an  artful  thought,  as  he 
lounges  along,  like  the  chartered  hore  of  the 
city,  with  his  uncovered  gray  hair  blowing 
about,  and  his  purposeless  hands  rattling 
the  loose  money  in  the  pockets  of  his  trou¬ 
sers. 

The  chink  of  the  money  has  an  attraction 
for  her  greedy  ears.  “  Would  n’t  you  help 
me  to  pay  for  my  travellers’  lodging,  dear 
gentleman,  and  to  pay  my  way  along?  I 
am  a  poor  soul,  I  am  indeed,  and  troubled 
with  a  grievous  cough.” 

“  You  know  the  travellers’  lodging,  1  per¬ 
ceive,  and  are  making  directly  for  it,”  is 
Mr.  Datchery’s  bland  comment,  still  rattling 
his  loose  money.  “  Been  here  often,  my 
good  woman  ?  ” 

“  Once  in  all  my  life.” 

“  Ay,  ay  ?  ” 

They  have  arrived  at  the  entrance  to  tlie 
Monks’  Vineyard.  An  appropriate  remem¬ 
brance,  presenting  an  exemj)la»y  mo<lel  for 
imitation,  is  revived  in  the  woman’s  mind 
by  the  sight  of  the  place.  She  stops  at  the 
gate,  and  says  energetically,  — 

“  By  this  token,  though  you  may  n’t  be¬ 
lieve  It,  That  a  young  gentleman  gave  me 
three  and  sixpence  as  I  was  coughing  my 
breath  away  on  this  very  grass.  I  aske<I 
him  for  three  and  sixpence,  and  he  gave  it 
me.” 

“  Was  n’t  it  a  little  cool  to  name  vour 
sum?”  hints  Mr.  Datchery,  still  rattling. 
“Isn’t  it  customary  to  leave  the  amount 
open  ?  Might  n’t  it  have  had  the  appear¬ 
ance,  to  the  young  gentleman,  only  the  ap¬ 
pearance,  that  he  was  rather  dictated  to  V  ” 
“  Look  e’e  here,  deary,”  she  replies,  in  a 
confidential  and  persuasive  tone,  “  I  wanted 
the  money  to  lay  it  out  on  a  medicine  as 
does  me  good,  and  as  I  deal  in.  I  told  tho 
young  gentleman  so,  and  he  gave  it  me,  and 
I  laid  it  out  honest  to  the  last  brass  farden. 
I  want  to  lay  out  the  same  sum  in  the  same 
way  now ;  and  if  you  ’ll  give  it  me,  I  ’ll  lay 


it  out  honest  to  the  last  brass  farden  again, 
upon  my  soul !  ” 

“  What ’s  the  medicine  ?  ” 

“  I  ’ll  be  honest  with  you  beforehand,  as 
welt  as  after.  It ’s  opium.” 

Mr.  Datchery,  with  a  sudden  change  of 
countenance,  gives  her  a  sudden  look. 

“  It ’s  opium,  deary.  Neither  more  nor 
less.  And  it ’s  like  a  human  creetur  so  far, 
that  you  always  hear  what  can  bo  said 
against  it,  but  seldom  what  can  be  said  in 
its  praise.” 

Mr.  Datchery  begins  very  slowly  to  count 
out  the  sum  demanded  of  him.  Gn-edily 
watching  his  hands,  she  continues  to  hold 
forth  on  the  great  example  s«‘t  him. 

“  It  was  last  Christmas  Eve,  just  arter 
dark,  the  once  that  I  was  heiv  afore,  when 
the  young  gentleman  gave  me  the  three  and 
six.” 

Mr.  Datchery  stops  in  his  counting,  finds 
he  has  counted  wrong,  shakes  his  money 
together,  and  begins  again. 

“  And  the  voung  gentleman’s  name,”  she 
adds,  “  was  Edwin.” 

Mr.  Datchery  drops  some  money,  stooj)s 
to  jjick  it  up,  and  reddens  witli  the  exertion 
as  he  asks,  — 

“How  do  you  know  the  young  gentle¬ 
man’s  name  ?  ” 

“  I  asked  him  for  it,  and  he  told  it  me. 
I  only  asked  him  the  two  (juestions.  what 
was  his  Chris’en  name,  and  whether  he ’d  a 
sweetheart?  And  he  answered,  Edwin, 
and  he  had  n’t.” 

Jlr.  Datcherj'  pauses  with  the  sc'lectcd 
coins  in  his  hand,  rather  as  if  he  were 
falling  into  a  brown  study  of  their  value, 
and  could  n’t  bear  to  part  with  them.  Hie 
woman  looks  at  him  distrustfully,  and  with 
her  anger  brewing  for  the  event  of  his 
thinking  better  of  the  gift ;  but  he  bestows 
it  on  her  as  if  he  were  abstracting  his  mind 
from  the  sacrifice,  and  with  many  servile 
thanks  she  goes  her  way. 

John  Jasper’s  lamp  is  kindled,  and  his 
Lighthouse  is  shining  when  Mr.  Datchery 
returns  alone  towards  it.  As  maiiners  on 
a  dangerous  voyage,  approaching  an  iron- 
bounci  coast,  may  look  along  the  beams  of 
the  warnins:  light  to  the  haven  lying  beyond 
it  that  may  never  be  reached,  so  Mr. 
Datchery’s  wistful  gaze  is  directed  to  this 
beacon,  and  beyond. 

His  object  in  now  revidting  his  lodging 
is  merely  to  j)ut  on  the  hat  which  .-eems  so 
superfluous  an  article  in  his  wardrobe.  It 
is  half  past  ten  by  the;  Cathedral  clock, 
when  he  walks  out  into  the  Precincts  again; 
he  lingers  and  looks  about  him,  as  though, 
the  enchanted  hour  when  Mr.  Dunllcs  may 
be  stoned  home  having  struck,  he  had  some 
expectation  of  seeing  the  Imp  who  is 
apjmiiited  to  the  mission  of  stoning  him. 

in  effect,  that  Power  of  Evil  is  abroad. 
Having  notliing  living  to  stone  at  the 
moment,  he  is  discovered  by  Mr.  Datchery 
in  the  unholy  office  of  stoning  the  dead, 
through  the  railings  of  the  churchyard. 
Tlie  Imp  finds  this  a  redishing  and  piquing 
pursuit ;  firstly,  because  their  n'sting-jilacc' 
is  announcod  to  lie  sacred ;  and  secondly, 
because  the  tall  headstones  are  sufficiently 
like  themselves,  on  their  beat  in  the  dark, 
to  justify  the  delicious  fancy  that  they  are 
hurt  when  hit. 

Mr.  Datcherv  hails  him  with:  “Halloa, 
Winks !  ” 

He  acknowledges  the  hail  with :  “  Halloa, 
Dick  1  ”  Their  acquaintance  seemingly 
having  been  established  on  a  familiar  foot- 
ing. 

“  But  I  say,”  he  remonstrates,  “  don’t  yer 
go  a  making  my  name  public.  I  never 
means  to  plead  to  no  name,  mind  yer. 
When  thej'  says  to  me  in  the  Lock-up,  a 
going  to  j)Ut  me  down  in  the  book,  ‘  What ’s 
your  name  ?  ’  I  says  to  them,  ‘  Find  out.’ 
Likeways  when  th^’  says,  ‘  What ’s  your 
religion  ?  ’  I  says,  ‘  Find  out.’  ” 

W’hich,  it  may  be  observed  in  passing, 
it  would  be  immensely  difficult  for  the 
State,  however  statistical,  to  do. 

“  Asides  which,”  adds  the  boy,  “  there 
ain’t  no  family  of  Winkses.” 

“  I  think  there  must  be.” 

“Yer  lie,  there  ain’t.  Tlie  travellers 
give  me  the  name  on  account  of  my  getting 
no  ^ettled  sleep  and  b(  ing  knocked  up  all 
night;  whereby  I  gets  one  eye  roused  open 
afiire  I’ve  shut  the  other.  Tliat’s  what 
Winks  means.  Deputy  ’s’ the  nighest  name 
to  indict  me  by :  but  yer  would  n’t  catch 
me  pleading  to  that,  neither.” 

“  Deputy  be  it  always,  then.  We  •  two 
are  good  friends ;  eh,  Deputy  ?  ” 

“  Jolly  good.” 

■  “  I  forgave  you  the  debt  you  owed  me 
when  we  first  liecame  acquainted,  and  many 
of  my  sixpences  have  come  your  way 
since ;  eh,  Deputy  ?  ” 

“  Ah  I  And  what ’s  more,  yer  ain’t  no 
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friend  o’  JarsjK'r’s.  What  did  he  go  a 
lusting  me  off  my  legs  for?” 

“  What  indet  d !  But  never  mind  him 
now.  A  shilling  of  mine  is  going  vour 
way  to-night,  Deimty.  You  have  just  taken 
in  a  lodger  I  have  been  s])eaking  to ;  an 
infirm  woman  with  a  cough.” 

“  Puffer,”  assents  Deputy,  with  a  shrewd 
leer  of  recognition,  and  smoking  an  im¬ 
aginary  pipe,  with  his  head  verv  much  on 
one  side,  and  his  eyes  verv  much  out  of 
their  places  :  “  Hopeum  Putter.” 

“  AVhat  is  lu  r  name  ?  ” 

“  ’Er  Roval  Highness  tho  Princess 
Puffer.” 

“  She  has  some  other  name  than  that ; 
where  does  she  live  ?  ” 

“  Up  in  London.  Among  the  Jacks.” 

“  Tlie  sailors  ?  ” 

“1  said  so;  Jacks.  And  Chayner  men. 
And  liother  Knifers.” 

“  I  should  like  to  know,  llirough  you, 
exactlv  where  she  lives^” 

“  All  right.  (Jiie  us  ’old.” 

A  shilling  ])asses ;  and,  in  that  spirit  of 
c<'iifidence  wliicli  shouhl  jierva<le  all  biDi- 
ness  transactions  between  principals  of  hon¬ 
or,  this  piece  of  business  is  considered 
done. 

“  But  here ’s  a  lark !  ”  cries  Deputy. 
“  Where  did  yer  think  ’Er  Royal  Highness 
is  a  goin’  to,  to-morrow  morning?  Blest  if 
she  ain’t  a  goin’ to  the  Kin-FUke-deis-el!’ 
He  greatly  ])rolongs  the  word  in  his  ecstasy, 
and  smites  his  leg,  and  doubles  himself  up 
iu  a  fit  tif  shrill  laughter. 

“  How  do  you  know  that.  Deputy  ?  ” 

“  Cos  she  told  me  so  just  now.  She  said 
she  must  he  hup  and  hout  o’  purpose.  She 
ses,  ‘  Deputy,  I  must  ’ave  a  early  wash,  and 
make  myself  as  swell  as  1  can,  for  1  ’m  a 
goin’  to  take  a  turn  at  the  Kin-free-deu- 
el!”  He  sepaimtes  the  syllables  with  his 
former  zest,  and,  not  finding  his  sense  of  the. 
ludicrous  sulliciently  relieved  by  stamping 
about  on  the  j)avement,  brt'aks  into  a  slow 
and  stately  dance,  perhajjs  supposed  to  be 
performed  by  the  Dean. 

Mr.  Datchery  receives  the  communication 
with  a  well-satisfied  though  a  pondering 
face,  and  breaks  up  the  conlerence.  Ue- 
turnlng  to  his  ijuaint  lodjiiie^  and  sitting 
long  over  the  suj)per  of  ffread  and  cheese 
and  salad  and  ale  whiih  'Mrs.  Tope  ha.s  lelt 
prejiared  for  him,  he  still  sits  when  his 
stipper  is  finished.  At  length  he  rises, 
throws  ojien  the  door  of  a  corner  cupboard, 
and  refers  to  a  few  uncouth  chalked  strokes 
on  its  inner  side. 

“  I  likt',”  says  !Mr.  Datcheiy,  “  the  old 
tavern  w'ay  of  keeping  scores.  Illegible, 
except  to  the  scorer.  Tlie  scorer  not  com¬ 
mitted,  the  scor.  d  debited  with  what  is 
against  him.  Hum;  ha!  A  very  small 
score  this ;  a  very  jioor  score !  ” 

He  sighs  o^•er  the  contemplation  of  its 
poverty,  takes  a  bit  t)f  cludk  from  one  of 
the  cupboard  shelves,  and  pauses  with  it  in 
his  hand,  uneertaiti  what  addition  to  make 
to  the  account. 

“  I  think  a  moderate  stroke,”  he  con¬ 
cludes,  “  is  all  I  .am  justified  in  scoring  up  ” ; 
so,  suits  the  aetiou  to  the  word,  closes  the 
cupboard,  and  goes  to  bed. 

A  brilliant  morning  shines  on  the  old  citv. 
Its  antiquities  and  ruins  are  surpassingly 
beautiful,  with  the  lusty  ivy  gleaming  in  the 
sun,  and  the  rich  trees  waving  in  the  balmy 
air.  Changes  of  glorious  light  from  moving 
boughs,  songs  of  birds,  scents  from  gardens, 
woods,  and  fields,  —  or,  rather,  from  one 
great  garden  of  the  whole  cultivated  island 
in  its  yielding  time,  —  j'enctrate  into  the 
Cathedral,  subdue  its  earthy  odor,  and 
jireach  the  Ri  surreetion  and  tho  Lile.  The 
cold  stone  tombs  of  centuries  ago  grow 
warm ;  and  flecks  of  brightness  dart  into 
the  sternest  marble  corners  of  the  building, 
fluttering  there  like  wings. 

Comes  Mr.  Tope  with  his  large  keys,  and 
v.awningly  unlocks  and  sets  open.  Como 
Mrs.  Tope  and  attendant  sweeping  sprites. 
Come,  in  due  time,  organist  and  bcllows- 
boy,  peeping  down  from  the  rvd  curtains  in 
the  loft,  fearlessly  flapping  dust  from  books 
up  at  that  remote  eh^vation,  and  whisking  it 
from  stops  and  jiedals.  Come  sundry  rooks, 
from  various  quarters  of  tht^  sky,  hack  to  tho 
great  tower ;  v/ho  may  be  presumed  to  enjoy 
vibration,  and  to  know  that  bell  and  organ 
are  going  to  give  it  them.  Come  a  very 
small  and  straggling  congregation  indeed : 
chiefly  from  Minor  Canon  Ci'rner  and  the 
Precincts.  Come  Mr.  Crisparkle,  fresh  and 
bright;  and  his  ministering  brethren,  not 
quite  so  fresh  and  bright.  Come  the  Choir 
in  a  hmry  (always  in  a  hurry,  and  strug¬ 
gling  into  their  nightgowns  at  the  last  mo¬ 
ment,  like  children  shirking  bed),  and  comes 
John  Jasper  leading  their  line.  Last  of 
all  comes  Mr.  Datchery  into  a  stall,  one  of 
a  choice  empty  collection  veiy’  much  at 
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his  service,  and  glancing  abo’.it  liiin  lor  Her 
Koviil  Iliiiliness  the  Princess  Puller. 

The  service  is  pretty  well  advanced  be¬ 
fore  Mr.  Datchery  can  discern  Her  Uoyal 
Ili'dmess.  But  by  that  time  he  has  made 
her  out,  in  the  shade.  She  is  behind  a  pil¬ 
lar  carefully  withdrawn  from  the  Choir 
Master’s  view,  but  regards  him  with  the 
closi'st  attention.  All  unconscious  of  her 
presence,  he  chants  and  sings.  She  grins 
when  he  is  most  musically  fervid,  and  —  yes, 
Mr.  Datchery  sees  her  do  it !  —  shakes  her 
fi4  at  him  behind  the  pillar’s  friendly  shelter. 

Mr.  Datchery  looks  again  to  convince 
himsedf.  Yes,  again  !  As  ugly  and  withered 
as  one  of  the  fantastic  carvings  on  die  under 
brackets  of  the  stall  seats,  as  malignant  as 
the  Kvil  One,  as  hanl  as  the  big  brass  eagle 
holding  the  sacred  books  upon  his  wings 
(and,  iicco.-iling  to  the  sculptor’s  rejiresenta- 
tioii  of  his  ferocious  artrilmtes,  not  at  all 
converted  by  thmn),  she  hugs  herself  in  her 
le.in  arms,  and  then  shakes  both  fists  at  the 
leader  of  the  Choir. 

And  at  that  moment,  outsidi*  the  grated 
door  of  the  Choir,  having  eluded  the  vigd- 
liince  of  Mr.  Tojie  by  shifty  resouires  in 
which  he  is  an  adept, 'Deputy  jieeps,  sharp- 
eved,  through  th<-  bars,  and  stares  astounded 
from  the  threatener  to  the  threatened. 

The  service  com>-s  to  an  end,  and  the  ser¬ 
vitors  disjierse  to  breakfast.  Mr.  Datchery 
accosts  his  last  new  aciiuaintance  outside, 
when  the  Choir  (as  much  in  a  hurry  to  get 
their  U'dgowns  off,  as  they  were  but  now  to 
get  them  on)  have  scufHed  away. 

“  Well,  mistress.  ( Jood  morning.  You 
have  seen  him  ?  ” 

I ’ve  seen  him,  deary ;  I  ’ve  seen  him !  ” 

“  And  you  know  him '{ ” 

“  Know  him  !  Better  far  than  all  the 
Keverend  Parsons  put  together  know  him.” 

Mrs.  T’ope’s  care  has  spread  a  very  neat, 
clean  breakfast  n‘ady  for  her  lodger.  Be- 
fiire  sitting  down  to  it,  lie  opens  Ids  corner- 
ciiplioard  dwir;  takes  his  bit  of  chalk  from 
its  shelf;  adds_one  thick  line  to  the  score, 
extending  from  the  to))  of  the  cupboard  door 
to  the  bottom  ;  and  then  falls  to  with  an 
api'etite. 

a  n)  *  *  nt 


ILLU.STllATIONS. 

TIIK  CUOVV.N'  imiXCK  Oli"  I’UUSSIA. 

PIUNCE  Frederick  AVilliam  Nicholas 
Charles,  Crown  Prince  of  Prussia,  was 
l)orn  the  18th  of  October,  1831,  and  is  the 
only  son  of  William  I.  by  Augusta,  daughter 
of  the  late  Charles  Frederick,  Oran'd  Duke  of 
Saxe  Weini.ar.  Tlie  Prince  was  indebted  to 
his  mother  for  a  most  careful  education,  not 
only  in  those  things  which  by  tradition  li)nu 
the  education  of  kings,  but  in  all  branches 
of  study,  'file  ()ueen  herself  had  been  a 
pujiil  of  (iiiihe’s,  and  was  theriTore  pre- 
))ari‘d  to  ai)preciaic  what  we  may  term  the 
liigher,  nobler,  and  more  refining  knowledge, 
and  to  be  anxious  that  her  son  should  re¬ 
ceive  its  benefit,  (lodet  and  the  Idstorian 
i^lax  Duneker  were  the  young  prince’s  in¬ 
structors  in  these  studies,  whilst  Von  Boon 
and  Von  Iloltke  grounded  him  in  those 
jirinciples  of  the  milit.ary  art  which  he  has 
since  turned  to  such  good  account. 

His  earlier  life  was,  as  the  life  of  most 
prinees,  an  uneventful  one ;  he  was  known 
iiy  the  Prussians  as  a  kindly,  simple,  etdti- 
vated  gentleman,  as  a  prince  who  was  likely 
to  make  !i  good  if  not  a  great  king,  for  his 
opportunity  of  .achieving  fame  had  not  yet 
come,  and  by  his  soldiers  he  appears  to  have 
been,  and  still  to  be,  regarded  as  a  good 
friend  than  as  a  commanding  oflicer.  On 
the  25tli  January,  1858,  he  nianaed  the 
Princess  Uoyal  of  England,  and  a<galu  his 
life  resumed  its  uneventful  character.  In 
the  war  declared  by  Austria,  Prussia,  and 
the  German  Confederation  against  Denmark, 
he  took  no  part,  the  Prussian  f()rces  being 

iilaced  under  the  command  of  his  cousin, 
’rince  Frederick  Charles,  another  jmpil  of 
Von  Moltke  ;  but  that  war  finished,  the 
quarrel  between  Atistria  and  Prus,-ia  culmi¬ 
nated  in  war  between  these  States;  the 
Crown  Prince  received  the  comtuatid  of  the 
army  of  the  Oder ;  and  although  the  operas 
tions  of  the  campaign  were  directed  by  Von 
Moltke  in  his  cabinet,  the  Prince  gained  a 
well-earned  renown  as  an  able  general  by 
the  boldness  and  energy  with  which  ho  per- 
fl)rined  his  part  of  the  contest.  Pushing 
through  the  passes  of  lliesengebirge,  or 
Giant’s  Mountain,  near  Glatz,  by  a  series 
of  Ijrilliant  actions  he  cleared  the  roads  of 
the  enemy’s  troops.  His  advance  guard, 
under  the  veteran  Steinmetz,  fell  upon  the 
Austrians  at  Nachod  and  Skalitz,  and  de¬ 
feated  them.  At  Trautenau  the  Prussians 
were  repulsed,  but  that  check  was  repaired 
by  the  victory  of  Koeniginhof,  which  opened 


tl'.c  way  to  Sadowa,  where  the  Prince 
brought  up  his  army  at  a  critical  moment, 
and  turned  the  battle  into  the  disastruui 
rout  which  it  proved  for  Austria. 

His  recent  exploits  at  Weissenburg  and 
Wiirth  are  too  fre-h  in  our  readers’  memo¬ 
ries  to  need  recapitulation  here ;  let  us 
rather  speak  of  kindly  traits  which  have 
made  him  one  of  the  most  j)oj)ular  princes 
and  generals  of  this  or  any  day.  “  A  coun¬ 
try  cart,”  says  a  cori’es|)on(h‘nt.  “  was  rum¬ 
bling  dov/n  the  street  with  two  woundeil 
oflicers.  An  officer  on  foot  beckoned  to 
the  driver  to  stop,  ami  went  up  to  the  cart, 
the  occuj)ants  of  which  trie<l  to  salute  him, 
but  he  ma.de  a  gesture,  and  leaning  over, 
entered  into  conversation  with  them  for 
ten  minutes,  evidently  asking  after  their 
woumls.  On  parting,  he  shook  each  hy 
the  hand,  and  coiitimied  his  way  uj)  th.e 
street  accompanied  by  two  other  offictrs. 
He  halteil  at  my  <[uarters,  and  inquired  if 
there  were  any  wounded  inside,  —  they  had 
l)een  removed,  some  to  tlieir  last  resting- 
place,  —  then  went  on,  and  meeting  a  cart 
lull  of  wounded  soldiers,  talked  to  them 
each  in  turn,  and  so  went  on  visiting  Uie 
hospitals  and  the  wounded  in  a  must  unos¬ 
tentatious  manner.”  This  officer  was  the 
Crown  Prince,  the  “  Fritz  ”  of  tire  old 
king’s  telegram,  and  alter  reading  this  ac¬ 
count  we  do  not  vvonrhT  at  the  devotion  of 
his  men.  Another  corresjrondent,  M.  Henri 
Clial)rillart,  of'  the  Paris  Fl;/(tro,  who  fell 
into  the  hands  of  the  Prussians  after  the 
battle  of  M’orth,  had  an  interview  with  tlu^ 
Prince,  and  thus  describes  his  ap[)carance  : 
“Prince  Frederick  William  is  a  man  of 
tall  stature,  thin,  with  a  calm  and  placid 
eoimtenancc,  but  in  the  curve  of  his  ai)ui- 
lino  nose  and  his  dilating  nostrils  there  arc 
evidences  of  energy,  while  the  rapidity  of 
his  glance  convinces  you  of  his  decision. 
A  full  fair  heard  softens  the  somewhat  stern 
expression  of  his  features.  He  has  great 
sim])licity  of  manner,  and  affects  rather  a 
kiiul  of  hourfieois  style  of  speaking,  think¬ 
ing,  and  general  behavior,  lie  was  dressed 
in  a  black  tunic  with  red  collar  and  facings, 
without  any  embroidery  or  gold  braid ;  uj)- 
on  the  shoulder  a  small  epaulet  to  indicate 
his  ra.iik,  hut  no  other  distinguishing  orna¬ 
ment.  He  wore  a  small  black  cap  bor¬ 
dered  with  red,  and  the  whole  uniform  was* 
severely  simple.  He  speaks  French  with 
great  purity,  without  foreign  accent  beyond 
a  slight  German  intonation  and  occasional 
hesitation  at  certain  words.” 

The  report  of  the  conversation  which 
took  ])l.ace  has  doubtless  been  embellished 
for  the  columns  of  the  Fli/iiro,  for  there  are 
some  things  whicli  the  Prince  was  not  likely 
to  say  to  an  enemy  whom  he  was  about  to 
release,  and  wlio  was  sure  to  publish  his 
words ;  but  making  due  allowance  tor  this, 
there  remains  sufficient  to  make  it  of  great 
interest,  as  exliibiting  the  humanity  anti 
generosity  of  the  Prince’s  character.  He 
spoke  witli  great  admiration  of  the  way  in 
which  the  French  fought.  “  Among  the 
prisoners,  ”  said  he,  “  is  General  Uaouit.  1 
went  this  morning  to  si'e  him  at  Keiehshofen, 
where  he  lies  wounded,  his  thigh  being 
broken  ;  I  fear  that  he  is  now  dying.  He  is 
a  Ijrave  officer,  and  he  has  given  me  some 
addresses  in  Paris  to  which  he  wishes  letters 
to  be  sent.”  “  But,  Prince,”  M.  Chaltrlllart  j 
observed,  “  the  other  prisoners  also  have 
families.”  “  I  have  thought  of  that.  I  have 
had  them  supplied  with  writing  materials ; 
the  letters  will  he  sent  unsealed  to  our  con¬ 
sul  at  Geneva,  who  will  forward  them  to 
France.”  “Prince,  we  thank  you  on  be¬ 
half  of  the  mothers  whose  grief  you  are 
about  to  assuage.”  “  I  do  not  like  war, 
gentlemen.  If  I  should  reign,  I  would  never 
make  it.  Now,  despite  my  love  of  peace, 
this  is  the  tliirtl  campaign  that  I  have  been 
compelled  to  make.  I  went  over  the  battle¬ 
field  yesterday.  It  was  frightful.  If  it  only 
depended  upon  myself,  this  war  would  end 
here.  It  is  your  ministers  and  the  Emptiror 
who  would  have  it,  it  was  not  we  who 
wanted  it.  And  yet  the  Emperor  has  bi'cn 
very  good  to  me  and  very  kind  to  my  wife. 
The  last  time  that  I  saw  him  was  at  the 
Tuileries  on  the  12th  of  January,  when  he 
said  to  me,  ‘  Y^ou  know  that  1  have  found  a 
new  Minister.’  /Fliat  was  M.  OlUvier,  who 
now  makes  war  against  us.” 

On  mge  596  is  a  fine  picture  of  the 
Crown  Prince. 

DOLLY  VAKDEX. 

Readers  of  “Bamaby  Rudge”  do  not 
need  to-be  reminded  who  Ifolly  Varden  is. 
Dickens  was  manifestly  fascinated  with  the 
beauty  and  clianns  of  this  d.aughter  of  his 
imagination.  His  heart  runs  away  with  his 
tongue  whenever  he  sj)eaks  of  her.  Tlie 
first  glimiise  he  gives  us  of  Dolly  reveals 
“  a  face  lighted  up  hy  the  loveliest  pair  of 


.q)arkling  eyes ;  the  face  of  a  pn-tty,  laugh¬ 
ing  girl ;  dimi)led  and  fresh  and  healthful, 

—  the  \  cry  imf)orsonation  of  goo<l-humorand 
blooming  l)eauty.”  On  one  occasion  she 
was  going  to  Chigwell  with  her  father  and 
mother,  and  this  is  the  bewitching  j)ictun- 
Dickens  sketches  for  us ;  “  As  to  Dollv, 
there  she  was  again,  the  verv'  pink  and  j)at- 
tern  of  good  looks,  in  a  smart  little  elieny- 
eolored  inantie,  with'  a  hood  •)f  the  same 
drawn  over  her  head,  and  upon  the  tO])  of  that 
li(H)d,  a  little  straw  hat  trimmed  with  cher- 
ryn-olored  riblw)ns,  and  worn  the  merest 
trifle  on  one  side, — just  enough  in  short  to 
make  it  the  wickedest  and  most  j)rovoking 
head-dress  tliat  ever  malicious  milliner  de¬ 
vised.”  When  they  readied  Chi'^well  “  Dol¬ 
ly  tripped  away  liy  a  jiath  ac  ross  the  fieliis 
with  which  she  was  well  ac()uainted,  to  dis¬ 
charge  her  mission  at  the  Warren  ;  and  this 
deponent  hath  iKien  informed  and  verily 
believes,  that  you  might  have  seen  many  less 
pleasant  objects  than  the  cherry-colored 
mantle  and  ribbons  as  they  went  iluttering 
along  tlie  green  meadows  in  the  bright  li'ght 
of  the  day,  like  giddy  things  as  they  were.” 
This  is  the  jiicture  of  Dolly  as  represented 
l>y  ^Irs.  Freer  on  page  600.  Reading  Dick¬ 
ens’s  description  of  her,  and  looking  at  Mrs. 
Freer’s  charming  jiortrait,  we  do  not  won¬ 
der  that  “  Joe  Willet  was  clean  out  of  his 
senses,  and  plainly  showed  that  if  ever  a 
man  were,  not  to  say  over  head  and  ears, 
Imt  over  the  monument  and  the  top  of  Saint 
Paul's  in  love,  that  man  was  himself.” 

CACttllT  IX  A  SHOWER. 

In  the  picture  on  page  601  ^Ir.  Bush  has 
sketched,  with  his  usual  success,  a  seme 
common  to  the  experience  of  all  the  city 
thousands  who  sjiend  their  summer  months 
in  the  country.  The  ladies,  xvith  their 
brother,  cousin,  or  some  other  interesting 
young  man,  go  out  iiir  a  drive  at  a  leisurely 
pace  along  a  winding  country  road,  and  sud¬ 
denly  they  are  caught  in  a  shower.  They 
make  all  haste  to  the  sheltering  porch  of 
a  neighboring  larm-hotise,  the'  aforesaid 
brother,  cousin,  or  - other  interesting  young 
man,  running  to  join  them  as  soon  as  he  has 
got  the  horse  under  a  shed.  The  good 
housewife  possibly  thinks  them  “  starched-uii 
i-ity  folks,”  but  mindtiil  of  the  injunction  to 
entertain  strangers,  and  of  the  added  state¬ 
ment  that  tlierehy  some  have  entertained 
angels  unawanes,  she  brings  out  for  them 
her  homely  hut  comfortable  chairs.  The 
bov  of  the  establishment  regards  the  “  an¬ 
gels  unawares”  with  a  look  and  attitude 
that  seem  ill-mannered,  but  which  reallv  in¬ 
dicate  boimdless  admiration. 

HEPORE  THE  ATT.ACK. —  SURPLEMEXT. 

The  striking  two-page  picture  in  this 
number  of  Evert  Saturday  has  a  pecu¬ 
liar  interest  just  now,  when  the  worlii’s  at¬ 
tention  is  ri\eted  on  the  Frtach-Prusslan 
war.  It  is  after  a  superb  j)ainting  by  M. 
Protais,  an  eminent  French  artist,  who  has 
depicted  with  marvellous  fidelity  and  apprt‘- 
ciation  one  of  the  most  try  ing  experiences  in 
soldier  life,  —  the  tremendous  moments  of 
suspense  just  preceding  an  attack.  Tlie 
various  attitudes  and  expressions  of  the  coin- 
))any  are  represented  with  surprising  effect, 

—  some  eagerly  watching  the  movements  of 
the  foe ;  some  examining  and  adjusting  their 
guns ;  others  .studying  the  commanding  offi¬ 
cer’s  countenance  in  momentarv'  expectation 
i  f  the  one  word  that  shall  stmd  them  on 
their  fearfid  errand  ;  many  half  absorbed  in 
the  thoughts,  memories,  and  tbrebodings 
that  rush  upon  the  mind  at  such  a  time; 
yet  all  intent  on  doing  manfully  their  duty. 
All  English  jmet  has  well  interpreted  tlus 
picture,  which  illustrates  scenes  of  daily  oc¬ 
currence  now  in  France. 

“  I'atwnce,  0  camrades,  the  will  come  • 

When  ihe  signal  shall  hash. 

And  the  blare  of  bu^le  and  roll  of  drum 
Shall  join  with  the  rifle’s  crash. 

Then  the  ranks  of  the  foe  shall  be  crushed  and  riven, 
Tliey  shall  scatter  beftire  us  like  cl'ftids  storm-driven  j 
But  steady  now,  till  the  word  is  given, 

Then  go  with  a  dash, 
lie  is  not  brave  who  is  only  brave 
lu  the  fervor  of  the  tight ; 

The  truest  courage  i.s  sober  and  grave. 

And  steadfast  iu  its  might. 

’T  is  waiting  and  watching  tries  us  most, 

When  terrible  silence  is  over  the  host  — 

Keep  steady,  and  each  man  at  Uis  i>ost 
Close  up,  —  that  s  right. 

But  a  little  lont^er  —  -T  is  deadly  still 
Will  the  signal  never  come  ? 

Now  —  ready  —  blow,  trumpeter,  blow  with  a  will. 
Beat,  drummer,  upon  your  drum. 

Our  wailing  is  over,  —  there  booms  the  gun  ; 

Look  to  your  rifles,  —  staml  steiuly  each  one. 

Now,  forward,  0  comrades  mine,  with  a  run  ; 
j  Ilurrah  !  strike  home  !  ” 

I  FRENCH  WAR  PICTURES. 

We  present  in  this  number  of  Every 
Saturday  four  pictures  n-prt'sentiiig  inci- 
dents  of  the  French-Prussian  w.ar.  On 
page  597  is  a  sketch  of  Juks  Simon  reading 


the  news  of  the  Hattie  of  Weissemhurg,  or  — 
a;  it  is  more  likely  to  be  known  in  hhtorj' 
—  the  battle  of  Worth.  The  utter  discom 
fiture  of  the  French  army  under  Mac.Mahon 
was  no  pleasant  news  to  read,  and  both  M. 
Simon  and  his  eager  listeners  evidently  re¬ 
gard  it  bitterly. 

On  the  same  page  is  a  representation  of 
an  AttorL  on  thf.  Jionl'iiig-IIouse  of  MM. 
Leon  ^  Drelier,  P<iris.  One  of  the  employe's 
liad  been  heard  to  utter  a  sentiment  disrei- 
spectful  to  the  French  arms.  A  great 
CD)wil,  excited  by  the  news  of  the  disaster 
at  Wiirth,  were  ready  pj  take  sunimarj' 
vengeance  on  any  one  susp*-cted  of  dis¬ 
loyalty.  The  shop  was  immediately  closed, 
and  a  detai  hment  of  si-rgcnts-de-ville  came 
up  to  prevent  serious  ndsi  hief.  The  crowd, 
howc\  er,  did  not  disperse  immediately,  hut 
amused  themselves  by  throwing  stones  and 
copjKTS  at  tlie  up{H*r  windows,  and  writing 
with  chalk  on  the  closed  shutters.  One  of 
the  sentences  written,  Fennt  jusi/u’  a  la 
prise  de  HerUn,  provoked  much  mirth,  and 
Slimed  highly  to  delight  the  assembled 
crowd. 

The  news  of  French  defeats  aroused  the 
Parisian  jiopiiiaee  to  a  state  bordering  on 
frenzy.  They  gathered  in  crowds  about 
the  residences  of  leading  officers  of  the 
government,  and  were  fierce  in  denouncing 
those  whom  they  regarded  as  the  authors 
of  the  disgraceful  calamities.  It  was  finally 
deemed  necessarv-to  disperse  the  dangerous 
mass,  and  the  military  was  sent  for.  'Hie 
sympathy  between  the  soldiers  and  the  ex¬ 
cited  pojiuiace  was  so  great  that,  although 
they  effected  the  dispersion  of  the  crowd, 
the  soldiers  were  careful  not  to  use  violence. 

A  PRUSSIAN'  BIVOUAC. 

Among  the  many  picturesque  and  inter¬ 
esting  scenes  presented  by  an  army  on  the 
march,  a  bivouac  holds  a  prominent  place. 
In  the  picture  on  page  604,  a  detachment, 
having  probably  had  a  wearj'  day’s  tramp 
under  a  broiling  sun,  have  chosen  their 
I'esting-place  for  the  night,  and  are  now 
busy  making  things  comfortable.  The  sen 
tries  are  being  posted,  and  two  lancers  may 
lie  seen  on  a  rising  ground,  acting  as  out¬ 
posts.  The  men  are  scattered  about,  some 
tending  the  fire,  some  reading  home  letters, 
which  the  horseman  on  the  left  ha.s  just 
brought,  and  to  which  one  is  alrcaiiy  has¬ 
tily  rt'plying,  using  his  comrade’s  knapsack 
as  a  desk. 


Thouuh  Germany  has  her  hands  pretty 
full  at  ])ros?nt,  she  has  yet  time  to  look 
ahead  in  such  matters,  for  instance,  as  edu- 
eation.  All  the  universities  being  nearly 
closed  now',  professors  as  well  as  students 
having  gone  either  to  fight  or  to  bind  up 
wounds,  the  regular  programmes  for  the 
lectures  in  the  Ibrthooming  winter  term  are 
issued  and  published  as  usual.  • 


PERSONALS. 

—  A  statement  which  has  appeared,  to  the 
effect  tl'.at  Mr.  Disraeli  is  engaged  on  a  new 
novel,  is  s.aid  to  he  too  true. 

—  A  clerical  gentleman  at  a  dinner  party  Ciiii- 
tiouslv  Slimmed  up  the  merits  of  T-i.-marck  and 
Hcneilctti  by  saying  he  would  jirefer  to  be  the 
former  in  this  world,  the  latter  in  the  next,  lie 
was  asked  if  he  thought  his  own  chance  so  bad, 
as  he  liad  selcctixl  another’s. 

—  Mr.  Spurgeon,  when  laying  foundation 
stones,  disdains  the  use  of  the  silver  trowel  as 
unworthy  of  a  true  workman,  and  with  an  or¬ 
dinary  implement  does  a  quarter  of  an  hour’s 
liard  work,  and  actually  and  positively  lays  the 
stone.  He  should  finish  the  day’s  work,  and 
take  his  pay. 

—  Mr.  Swinburne  is  at  work  upon  a  drama 
to  be  entitled  “  Bothwell.”  This  will  deal  with 
the  same  historical  period  as  that  with  which 
“  Chastclard  ”  was  concerned,  and  it  is  said  that 
the  poet  intends  to  make  those  times  the  study 
for  a  third  drama,  in  wliich  Queen  Elizabeth 
will  be  a  principal  figure. 

—  Doctor  Lannclougne,  the  superintendent 
of  the  Ecole  Pratiiiuc  of  the  Ecole  de  Medecine, 
is  now  giving  lessons  to  army-surgeon  students 
by  firing  shots  into  the  corpses  of  the  dead  from 
the  Morgue.  He  then  sets  the  students  to  dis¬ 
cover  the  bullets,  and  afterwards  shows  tlicm 
how  best  to  extract  the  bullets. 

—  The  sister  of  Silvio  I’ellico  has  left  the 
whole  of  the  person.d  property  of  the  Italian 
poet  and  patriot  to  the  charitable  schools  of  the 
town  of  Chieri,  Piedmont.  The  things,  which 
include  articles  used  by  the  jaoct  during  his  long 
captivity  in  the  dungeons  of  the  Austrian  fortress 
of  Spielberg,  will  be  sold  by  auction  at  Chieri. 

—  Jlr.  Sala  says  :  I  generally  go  clail  in  a 
wonderful  flannel  shirt,  which  I  bought,  a  great 
bargain,  the  other  day,  at  Noviant-aux-Pri's. 
It  is  bright  orange  in  hue,  with  broad  black 
stripes,  and  makes  me  look  like  a  was)).  I  hope 
it  will  be  appreciatcil  by  the  joiies  lierUnoises, 
when  I  march  into  the  proud  Ilohenzollcrns’  cap¬ 
ital,  Unter  den  Linden.”  Well,  we  hope  ft  wilL 
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A  KIGllT  THOUGHT. 

AS  I  hoar  the  breath  of  the  mother 

To  the  breath  of  the  child  at  her  feet 
Answer  in  even  whisuers, 

When  the  night  falls  heavy  and  sweet ; 

And  the  thought  of  the  other  dear  ones 
Comes  down  from  their  cradle  above ; 

’T  is  not  with  the  spirit  only 
Of  hope  and  confident  love. 

For  over  each  head  in  the  darkness 
A  hollow-eyed  thing  hangs  near, 

And  I  know  that  my  treasures  tremble 
On  a  thread  of  goesamer. 

O  life  t  what  art  thou  that  boldest 
What  is  more  than  life  to  thee, 

By  the  tenure  of  thine  own  hours, 

Thine  own  fragility  ? 

And  each  breath  is  a  sigh,  that  nearer 
Brings  the  long  farewell  to  me. 

O  life  !  thou  shouldst  be  life  ti-uly. 

Or  else  thou  shouldst  not  be ! 

F.  T.  Palgkave. 


MADAME  DE  MARCAY. 

[  Translated  for  Evert  Saturdat  fW>m  the  French  of 
Prevost-Paradou] 

^UIIE  most  smiling  shore  cannot  take  from 


T 


the  sea  that  character  of  monotony  and 
grandeur  which  forbids  us  to  watch  it  long 
without  being  moved  by  sad  thoughts.  We 
had  come  out  almost  gay,  my  old  tnend  M. 
dTIersent  and  I,  to  take  our  evening  walk 
on  one  of  the  most  charming  coasts  of  Nor¬ 
mandy,  but  soon,  influenced  by  the  same 
feeling,  which  needed  no  expression  be¬ 
tween  us,  we  left  the  throng  of  prome- 
naders,  to  seat  ourselves  on  the  rocks  left 
bare  by  the  low  tide,  whence  we  could  see 
each  wave  coming  in  its  turn  to  die  in  mur¬ 
murs  on  the  sand.  After  yielding  ourselves 
awhile  to  the  lullaby  of  this  melancholy 
sound,  we  were  not  greatly  surprised,  on 
exchanging  our  thoughts,  to  find  that  our 
minds  had  followed  the  same  road.  We 
had  both  been  meditating  on  the  immensity 
of  the  universe,  the  fatality  of  its  laws,  the 
small  place  occupied  therein  by  our  indi¬ 
vidual  destinies,  the  nothingness  of  our  joy 
and  sorrows,  the  pridbund  mystery  in  which 
our  lives  are  wrapped. 

“  How  often,”  said  my  old  friend,  “  have 
poets  likened  our  existence  to  these  waves, 
a  moment  uplifted  on  the  sea  only  to  be  im¬ 
mediately  shatteretl  on  the  beach,  and  how 
true  is  the  comparison!  A  little  more  or 
less  of  height,  some  seconds  more  or  less  of 
duration,  a  few  flakes  more  or  less  in  their 
fringe  of  foam,  that  is  all  that  distinguishes 
one  from  another,  and  for  a  single  instant, 
for  they  are  soon  equal  in  onnihilatiun. 
Were  it  but  given  to  us  to  pass,  like  them, 
without  enjoying  or  sufiering,  without  en¬ 
vying  each  other,  or  struggling  fiercely 
against  fate !  And  yet  what  a  grand  spec¬ 
tacle  is  that  of  a  proud  soul  at  strife  with 
itself,  at  strife  with  its  destiny,  incapable  of 
surrender,  its  whole  existence  one  continual 
warfare !  1  have  known  some  such  natures, 

one,  especially,  which  was  full  of  great 
thoughts  and  inspired  by  the  noblest  ambi¬ 
tion,  but  which  mistook  itself  and  its  part 
among  men,  for  it  would  seem  to  have  been 
sent  into  the  world  only  to  suffer  uselessly. 
You  have  no  doubt  heard  Count  de  Ferni 
sjwken  of,  perhaps  you  may  have  met  him 
in  society  ?  ” 

“  I  have  merely  seen  him,”  I  replied,  “  and 
know  of  him  but  two  things :  that  you 
honored  liim  with  a  particular  friendship, 
and  that  on  a  journey  to  St.  Petersburg  he 
suddenly  lost  his  reason  and  his  life.” 

“I  readily  admit,”  said  M.  d’Hersent, 
with  a  sad  smile,  “that  my  friend  Ferni 
died  mad,  for  the  most  natural  passions, 
when  they  cause  such  extraordinary  resolu¬ 
tions,  deserve  the  name  of  madness ;  but  he 
was  not  mad  as  the  word  is  understood  by 
science  or  the  world,  as  you  will  easily  un¬ 
derstand  when  you  know  the  truth  of  this 
story.  ” 


I  had  known  Ferni,  as  a  very  young  man, 
in  one  of  the  Italian  courts,  where  I  was 
then  Minister.  He  had  a  fiery  soul,  reared 
in  the  lilieral  ideas  which  had  begun  to  stir 
his  country,  a  straightforward  character  and 
energetic  will,  with  a  remarkable  knowledge 
of  the  time  in  which  he  lived  and  the  means 
Ijest  calculated  to  accomplish  his  designs. 
So  richly  gifted  in  every  way  by  nature,  so 
clear-sighted  and  resolute,  this  young  man 
appeared  to  me  destined  to  serve  his  coun 
try  worthily,  and  soon  inspired  me  with  a 
strong  afiection.  1  loved  him  for  himself. 


and  for  the  cause  of  which  he  seemed  likely 
one  day  to  be  the  support. 

Events  soon  separated  us.  1  was  recalled 
to  France,  while  all  Italy  was  involved  in 
those  barren  agitations  the  history  of  which 
you  know  as  well  as  I.  I  followed  from  a 
distance  the  fate  of  my  young  friend  in  this 
conflict.  He  showed  sense,  intelligence  and 
courage,  but  the  unhappy  fiue  of  his  coun¬ 
try  overcame  him,  and  Ids  efforts  increa-ied 
his  reputation  without  serving  his  cause. 
Anarchy  wounded  his  reason,  despotism 
humiliated  his  soul ;  he  lived  in  voluntary 
exile,  though  never  renouncing  the  hope  of 
one  day  restoring  order  and  liberty  to  his 
native  land.  For  some  time  he  travelled  in 
Europe,  everywhere  received  with  the  atten¬ 
tion  he  dest'rved.  He  had  frequently  passed 
through  France,  but  after  two  years  he 
seem«^  to  wish  to  prolong  his  stay  among 
us,  and  as  my  friendship  fur  him  had  by  no 
means  cooled  during  his  absence,  I  con¬ 
gratulated  myself  greatly  on  his  intention. 
It  was  not  fifteen  days  after  his  arrival  in 
Paris,  that,  coming  one  evening  into  my 
box  at  the  lialieits,  he  met  Madame  de  Mar- 
<,‘av  there. 

You  have  too  clear  a  recollection  of  that 
fascinating  woman  to  need  any  description 
of  her,  but  it  has  not  been  your  fortune  to 
be  like  myself,  a  moved  admirer  of  so  much 
nobility  of  soul,  and  a  witness  of  such 
thorough  unhappiness  under  the  semblance 
of  the  most  brilliant  and  ha])py  life.  She 
was  married  very  young  to  a  man  whom 
she  could  not  love,  and  who  possessed  of  her 
nothing  but  the  wonderful  splendor  of  her 
beauty.  M.  de  Mar(,ay  to  be  sure,  had  felt 
that  strange  magnetism  which  this  young 
girl  unconsciously  exercised  around  her ; 
but  he  was  not  capable  of  appreciating  the 
elevation  of  heart  and  mind  of  a  woman 
who  would  have  made  the  pride  and  happi¬ 
ness  of  the  most  distinguished  men  of  her 
time.  After  two  years  of  an  uneongenial 
union  disturbed  by  contentions  which  Mine, 
de  Man,ay  bore  with  rare  dignity,  but 
which  humiliated  her  proud  and  delicate 
soul,  M.  de  Mar<,av  at  length  discovered 
that  he  could  not  live  with  his  wife,  and 
went  to  St.  Petersburg,  whither  he  was 
called  both  by  business  affairs  and  old  con¬ 
nections. 

This  was  a  new  epoc-h  in  the  Mme.  de 
Manjay’s  life,  and  to  ail  eyes  she  appeared 
p«‘rfectlv  happy.  The  world  could  reproach 
her  with  no  fault,  her  presence  sufficed  to 
adorn  and  enliven  any  company,  and  it 
seemed  impossible  for  her  friends  to  be  con¬ 
tent  without  her ;  so  she  was  greatly  sought 
after,  and  surromided  by  more  homage  than 
could  have  been  asked  for  by  any  woman, 
however  insatiable  of  admiration  and  suc¬ 
cess.  What  kept  about  Madame  de  Mar(,*ay 
this  eager  crowd  of  suitors  was  that  no  one 
was  accounted  successful,  and  it  seemed  im¬ 
possible  that  the  heart  of  so  beautiful  a  wo¬ 
man,  created,  one  would  think,  to  inspire 
love  and  to  feel  it,  should  not  end  by  relent¬ 
ing.  At  the  same  time  the  accomplished 
grace  of  Madame  de  Mar(,ay,  her  engaging 
and  unstudied  ease  of  manner,  and,  finally, 
to  omit  nothing,  the  vanity  which  even  the 
most  intelligent  men  do  not  comjiletely  es¬ 
cape,  made  many  believe  that  that  heart 
was  on  the  point  of  yielding.  She  denied  it 
openly  whenever  it  seemed  necessarj",  and 
endeavored,  by  frankness,  to  mislead  no 
one ;  but  this  very  frankness  was  a  new  se¬ 
duction,  and  rather  than  take  her  at  her 
word,  they  would  continue  at  her  feet  in 
continual  fluctuations  of  hope  and  fear. 
Thus,  without  effort,  and  certainly  without 
calculation,  retaining  near  her  numbers 
who  could  not  resolve  to  leave  her,  and  were 
always  halting  between  love  and  friendship, 
Madame  de  ilanjay  could  not  fail  to  excite 
the  jealousy  of  women  unable  to  hold  to  large 
a  court,  and  the  redoubtable  accusation  of 
coquetiy  was  not  slow  to  fall  on  that  charm¬ 
ing  head.  “  She  is  a  Celimene,”  was  freely 
said,  but  even  the  most  malicious  were  soon 
obliged  to  add.  “  She  is  a  Cdlimene  without 
treachery,  without  hypocritical  notes  and 
deceitful  compliments,  and  there  is  no 
danger  of  her  ever  meeting  her  fifth  act.” 
Such  was  very  much  Madame  de  Marijay’s 
position  in  society  when  Ferni  saw  her  for 
the  first  time.  I  cannot  think  without  sad¬ 
ness  of  that  first  meeting..  Ferni  has  told 
me  a  hundred  times  since  that  he  had  no 
reason  that  evening  for  seeking  me,  that  he 
had  p.'issed  the  theatre,  then  turned  back, 
and  nnally  entered  as  if  driven  by  the  heavy 
hand  of  fate.  Some  sleepless  nights  had 
added  to  Madame  de  Marijay’s  natural  grace 
the  fascination  of  a  touching  langour.  Her 
blonde  hair  was  thrown  carelessly  back  as 
if  its  weight  fatigued  her,  her  head  was 
leaned  upon  her  hand  while  her  eyes  wan¬ 
dered  absently  over  the  house;  but  when 
she  turned  at  my  Mend’s  name,  what  a 


charm  there  was  in  her  movements,  what  a 
smile  on  her  lips,  what  sweetness  in  her 
eyes !  Her  whole  being  seemed  to  say : 
Love  me.  She  was  the  living  incarnation 
of  that  beautiful  verse  of  Lucretius,’  — 

Mulier  toto  Jactans  e  corpore  amorem. 

And  yet  I  am  certain  she  thought  little 
enough  at  that  moment  of  inspiring  love,  or 
rather  slic  did  not  think  of  it  at  all ;  she 
was  perfectly  unconscious,  and  looked  at 
Ferni  as  she  had  that  evening  looked  at 
twenty  other  jieople,  except  that  she  could 
not  help  showing  him  some  curiosity  and 
interest,  because  she  had  so  often  heard  me 
speak  of  his  merits  and  his  mistbrtunes. 
She  talked  to  him  intelligently  and  kindly 
of  his  country  and  his  adventures,  praised 
him  discreetly,  put  some  questions  to  him, 
and  smiled  to  sec  him  so  embarrassed  in 
reply.  Indeed,  he  stammered  some  uncon¬ 
nected  words,  and  appeared  as  if  suddenly 
intoxicated ;  but  the  instinct  of  society  soon 
recalled  him  to  himself,  he  found  some 
commonplace  phrase,  to  hide  his  confusion, 
and  left  us  abruptly. 

“  Your  friend  is  very  peculiar,”  said 
M  adame  de  Mar\ay,  laughing.  “  I  should 
not  have  supposed  him  so  tiuiid.” 

“He  is  not  in  general  particularly  so; 
but  your  beautiful  eyes  have  quite  distracted 
him,  and  here  he  is,  no  doubt,  in  love  with 
you,  like  so  many  another.” 

“  I  should  be  very  sorry,”  said  Madame  de 
Manway,  “for  I  should  have  liked  to  know 
him,  and  now  I  must  lose  the  pleasure. 
Confess  that  it  is  hard  to  find  in  the  world 
no  disinterested  friends.  You  arc  a  rare 
and  most  happy  exception.” 

“  My  white  hairs  save  me ;  but  my  friend 
Ferni  is  not  an  ordinary  lover,  and  what  he 
already  seems  to  feel  for  you  disturbs  me. 

I  mistake  him  greatly  if  he  does  not  carry 
into  his  love  the  ardor  and  persistency 
which  nature  gave  him  for  a  more  imjHir- 
tant  purpose.” 

“  You  get  on  very  fast,  dear  Monsieur  d’ 
Hersent !  Perhaps  you  mean  to  plead  his 
cause  V  ” 

“  No,  most  certainly,  for  I  am  very  fond 
of  him,  and  should  be  relieved  if  you  would 
answer  no  at  once,  and  so  clearly  as  to  leave 
no  doubt.” 

“  It  is  unkind  to  speak  to  me  as  to  a  co¬ 
quette,  for  you  know  very  well  that  I  detest 
cotmetry,  .and  deceive  no  one.  If  Monsieiu’ 
de  Ferni  commits  the  folly  of  paying  court 
to  me,  he  will  receive  that  clear  no  which 
you  so  discreetly  ask  of  me,  and  I  shall  lose 
a  friend  perhaps,  for,  since  you  have  thought 
him  worthy  to  be  yours,  he  would  no  doubt 
have  been  mine  too.” 

A  little  later  Ferni  did  declare  himself, 
and,  having  received  the  frankest  jwssible 
reply  and  the  formal  assurance  that  he  had 
nothing  to  hope,  he  left  Paris.  “  It  is  for¬ 
ever,”  he  said,  when  bidding  me  farewell. 
Two  months  afterward  he  entered  my  apart¬ 
ment. 

“  I  return  cured,”  he  said,  laughing,  “  or 
very  nearly  so.  You  must  have  found  me 
very  absu^.  I  do  not  know  what  made  me 
so  foolish  toward  your  fascinating  friend. 
No  more  of  this  child’s  play ;  1  have  come 
to  myself.  Let  us  talk  of  Italy.” 

1  did  not  feel  reassured  by  Ferni’s  com¬ 
posed  air  and  light  tone,  and,  going  straight 
to  the  point,  “  Shall  you  continue  to  visit 
it  M.idame  de  Mar^ay  ?  ”  I  asked,  looking 
him  full  in  the  face. 

“  Certainly,”  he  replied,  in  the  most  in¬ 
different  manner.  “  It  seems  to  me  hardly 
possible  not  to  do  so.  Would  you  believe 
that,  in  spite  of  my  folly,  she  has  been  so 
kind  as  to  notice  my  absence,  to  regret  it, 
and  to  ask  some  one  who  repeated  it  to  me, 
why  I  had  left  Paris  so  suddenly  ?  I  really 
owe  her  a  visit,  and  1  will  make  it,  if  only  to 
efface  the  disagreeable  impression  I  must 
have  left  with  her.” 

“  Listen  to  me,  Ferni,”  I  said  immediate¬ 
ly,  with  sincere  emotion.  “  1  love  you  like 
a  son,  and  that  gives  me  the  right  to  speak 
to  you  as  a  father  might.  Do  not  venture 
near  Madame  de  Marcay.  I  am  not  sure  of 
you.  Whether  you  know  it  or  not,  the  true 
cause  of  your  retium  is  that  commonplace 
expression  of  interest  which,  out  of  pure 
politeness,  Madame  de  Mar(,'ay  bestowed 
upon  you  after  your  departure.  I  am  as 
certain  as  if  I  saw  it  all,  that,  if  you  go 
back  to  her,  although  she  may  not  be  in  the 
least  changed  toward  you,  you  will  not  a 
second  time  find  the  resolution  to  leave  her. 
She  is  not  a  coquette,  although  the  world 
may  have  enough  pretexts  and  cite  enough 
instances  to  make  her  seem  so.  TTie  most 
consummate  coquetry  could  not  give  Ma¬ 
dame  de  Mar(,ay  more  power  than  she  has 
already  received  from  nature,  to  retain  her 
hold  on  those  who  have  once  loved  her.  The 
truth  is,  you  do  not  yet  love  her  so  deeply 


but  that  you  might  still  escape  this'  mistbr- 
tune.  You  were  greatly  struck  at  first  sight, 
1  grant,  whether  because  her  particular  style 
of  beauty  suits  your  natural  taste,  or  because 
that  evening  you  were  in  a  mood  to  be  fas¬ 
cinated  ;  but  what  is  this  surprise  of  the 
imagination  beside  tlu-  slavery  into  which 
you  will  certainly  be  thrown  by  intimacy 
with  this  charming  woman  ?  If  you  have, 
like  so  many  others,  nothing  better  to  do  in 
the  world,  I  would  willingly  say  to  yon. 
Indulge  a  hopeless  love  for  Madame’  de 
Mai\ay ;  it  is  a  nobler  occupation  than 
gambling  or  debauchery.  But  consider  if 
you  are  disposed  to  make  this  love  the  great 
affair  of  your  life.  It  will  be  all  or  nothing ; 
1  assure  you  you  must  make  the  choice.” 

1  should  have  spoken  longer  still,  had  I 
not  felt  that,  in  sjiite  of  an  appearance  of 
the  most  resjiectful  attention,  Ferni  scarcely 
heard  me,  and  was  as  far  as  ever  from 
changing  his  resolution. 

“  You  are  very  good,  and  I  thank  you 
from  my  heart,”  he  said ;  “  but  you  preach 
to  a  convert.  Let  us  talk  of  more  serious 
affairs.” 

He  visited  Madame  de  Mari^  ay  the  next 
day,  then  some  days  after,  then  more  often, 
then  almost  every  <lay,  and  was  soon  reck¬ 
oned  among  the  most  constant  frequenters 
of  her  house.  I  was,  with  Madame  de  Mur¬ 
ray,  the  one  whom  he  saw  ollenest,  and 
next  to  her,  I  am  sure,  the  one  for  whom  he 
cared  most  in  the  world.  He  had  aban¬ 
doned  concealing  the  truth  from  me  ;  I,  on 
my  side,  had  abandoned  useless  counsels ; 
we  talked  incessantly  and  freely  of  his 
trouble,  and  it  is  from  his  daily  confidences 
that  I  shall  finish  this  sad  story. 

Madame  de  Man,ay  had  received  him 
witliout  embarrassment,  giving  him  no  n-a- 
son  to  believe  his  departure  and  return  mat¬ 
ters  of  any  importance  to  her,  yet  not 
showing  herself  completely  indifferent. 
Ferni  had  regained  all  his  sell-possession, 
at  least,  apparently ;  he  carefully  avoided 
whatever  could  lead  to  an  explanation  or 
provoke  a  quarrel.  Tliey  fell  into  a  habit 
of  talking  together  in  confidence  of  the 
thousand  interests  of  society  and  life,  art, 
politics,  —  all  that  could  possess  a  charm 
for  two  minds  at  once  so  keen  and  sympa¬ 
thetic.  This  confidence  increased  daily, 
and  the  more  fivquent  and  ojien  their  con¬ 
versations  became,  the  more  they  were  sur¬ 
prised  to  find  their  judgmenls  agree  con¬ 
cerning  so  many  jieopTe  and  things,  to 
discover  the  same  rejmgnance  for  the  same 
faults,  the  same  hatred  for  the  same  mean¬ 
nesses,  the  same  love  for  greatness  of  every 
sort.  Then  happened  what  I  had  foreseen : 
Ferni  felt  his  passion  become  as  deep,  as 
incurable,  as  it  had  at  first  seemed  violent 
and  superficial.  It  was  not  merely  her 
eyes,  her  look,  her  voice,  her  movement, 
that  he  adored  in  her ;  it  was  the  least  emo¬ 
tion  of  her  soul,  the  least  flash  of  her  mind, 
that  perpetual  unison  which  caused  thepi, 
when  together,  to  feel  and  follow  uncon¬ 
sciously  the  same  sentiment  and  the  same 
thought.  “  Ah,  how  ignorant  I  was  when 
1  fancied  I  knew  her,”  he  often  said  to  me, 
“and  how  unworthy  was  my  love  when  I 
fancied  I  loved  her!  ....  You  who  are 
her  friend,  do  you  appreciate  that  goddess 
at  her  full  worth  ?  Do  you  know  her  gen¬ 
erosity  and  intelligence,  her  worship  of  the 
grand  and  beautiful,  her  fine  discernment 
of  character,  the  tenderness  and  fidelity  of 
her  Mendship,  the  dangers  one  might  dare 
sustained  by  her  heart  ?  And  is  it  decreed 
above  that  she  will  never  love  me  ?  ”  Who 
would  not  have  been  touched  to  hear  Fend 
speak  thus,  and  to  see  hife  bearing,  ordina¬ 
rily  proud  and  firm,  disturbed  by  grief? 
As  much  as  possible  I  endeavored  to  sndle 
and  console  him.  “You  are  a  little  too 
fast,”  I  would  say,  “  with  these  apotheoses. 
Certainly  no  one  realizes  more  fully  than  I 
the  ment  of  Madame  de  Mar(,‘ay,  and  her 
great  superiority  to  most  women ;  but  all 
that  she  does  and  says  appears  to  you  un¬ 
reasonably  admirable  because  it  belongs  to 
her,  and  because  you  have  as  much  pleasure 
in  heai'ing  as  in  seeing  her.  You  yield  to  that 
eternal  delusion  of  love  which,  since  Adam’s 
time,  has  made  us  see  truth  and  beauty  in 
tlie  least  word  from  the  mouth  we  love.” 

I  now  perceived,  however,  that  Ferni 
was  advancing,  by  the  most  delightful  path, 
toward  a  new  crisis,  —  a  crisis  not  long  in 
coming.  Madame  dc  Mar<,ay  began  to  feel 
for  him  a  sincere  affection,  and  as  it  was,  no 
doubt,  far  enough  removed  from  love,  and 
caused  her  no  confusion,  she  made  no  effort 
to  conceal  it.  She  showed  pleasure  at  his 
presence,  regret  at  his  absence ;  and  the 
Mendly  unrestraint  of  her  manner  gave  a 
great  charm  to  their  long  conversations; 
but  what  was  of  no  importance  to  Ma¬ 
dame  de  Marcay  became  each  day  more 
in  the  eyes  of  my  unhappy  friend.  It 
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(iC  Jined  to  him  im|)Ossible  that  this  "rowing 
intimacy,  this  daily  closer  accord  ol‘  thought 
and  emotion,  should  not  end  in  love,  lliere- 
fore  he  received  with  rapture  Madame  de 
Marcay’s  least  sign  of  8ymi)athy,  both  tor 
tlie  immi-diate  delight  with  wliich  it  filled 
his  soul,  and  as  a  mute  promise  of  a  happier 
future.  When  he  had,  |)eihaps,  talked  with 
her  for  hours,  holding  her  hand  unforbidden, 
when,  without  any  mark  of  offence  or  even 
of  con>ciousness  on  her  part,  he  had  held 
that  dear  hand  so  long  pressed  to  his  lips, 
he  would  come  away  intoxicated,  more  agi¬ 
tated  than  I  liked  to  see  him,  but  so  happy 
that  I  had  not  the  courage  to  sadden  him 
with  ill-omened  jiredictions. 

At  length  he  let  her  s«-e  the  hope  which 
began  to  possess  him.  He  came  gradually 
to  the  most  urgent  supplications,  he  went 
through,  no  doubt  less  tiresomely  than 
man} ,  but  as  fatally  as  any,  with  that  sim¬ 
ple  and  useless  argument  by  which  unhap- 
jiy  lovers  try  to  prove  to  cruel  mistresses 
that  they  are  very  ivrong  not  to  love  them, 
that  it  is  their  interest,  and  almost  their 
duty  to  do  so,  and  that  they  would  find  a 
sure  happiness  in  that  love.  She  replied 
with  firmness,  but  geutly,  and  almost  ten¬ 
derly,  that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  love 
him,  and  that  it  could  never  come  to  pass. 
She  seemed  saddened  at  the  thought  of  los¬ 
ing  through  these  refusals  a  friend  already 
very  dear  to  her ;  but  she  appeared  resolved 
to  lose  him  rather  than  encourage  him  in  a 
vain  hope.  Ferni  persisted,  however,  with  a 
stubborn  energy,  in  his  reasonings  and  his 
j)raycrs ;  she  was  moved  by  his  sufferings, 
and  endeavored  to  end  them  by  an  avowal 
of  whose  sincerity  I  could  not  then  judge, 
but  which,  true  or  false,  must  have  been 
eipially  painful  to  that  sensitive  nature. 

It  was  the  beginning  of  January.  Ma¬ 
dame  de  Mar(,‘ay  awaited  Ferni  tiiat  day 
with  the  gift  of  a  little  calendar  in  carved 
wood.  You  may  have  seen  it  on  my  bu- 
reati,  for  Ferni  left  it  with  me,  among  some 
other  things,  on  his  departure  for  St.  Pe¬ 
tersburg.  He  entered  with  the  agitation 
which  had  lateiy  mastered  him,  took  Ma¬ 
dame  de  Marijay’s  hands  tenderly,  and  be¬ 
gan  almost  immediately  to  speak  of  his  love 
and  his  unhap|)ines8.  She  gently  inter¬ 
rupted  him  by  the  offer  of  her  little  present, 
which  he  received  with  a  childish  joy,  as  if, 
for  the  moment,  forgetful  of  evijrything 
else;  but  soon,  pointing  out  with  a  sad 
smile  the  long  train  of  days  numbered  in 
that  little  spate,  he  asked  Madame  de  Mar- 
<;ay  if  she  eoultl  imagine  what  destiny  had 
written  on  that  yet  unopened  page  of  their 
iife  —  if  their  friendship,  continually  shaken 
by  his  love,  could  endure  to  the  end  of  that 
year  —  and  if  he  himself  could  live  so  long 
i)eside  her,  yet  without  her.  Tlien,  ])assing 
to  a  complaint  very  common  with  him,  he 
exclaimed  that  she  was  a  strange  creature ; 
that  to  live  without  love,  at  her  age  and 
with  her  beauty,  was  a  sort  of  moral  infir¬ 
mity  and  sacrilege;  that  he  could  resign 
himself  more  easily  to  his  disap;x)intment, 
if  he  could  believe  that  the  heart  that  was 
refused  to  him  was  anotlier’s ;  and  that  at 
least  she  loved  some  one  in  this  world,  in¬ 
stead  of  j)assing  through  it  like  a  beautiful 
cold  statue. 

Ferni  spoke  with  heat,  and  would  no 
doubt  have  continued  yet  longer ;  but  all  at 
once  he  stopped  short,  grew  deadly  pale, 
and  seemed  scarcelv  able  to  stand.  He  had 
caught  Madame  de  ilart,‘ay’3  whisjHir :  “  And 
if  I  did  not  merit  all  these  reproaches,  if 
there  were  indeed  some  one 

“  Some  one  I  ”  oried  Ferni,  overcome  with 
astonishment,  and  forgetting  that,  an  instant 
before,  be  had  been  wondering  and  almost 
lamenting  that  that  some  one  did  not  exist. 
“  But  that  cannot  be  !  ”  he  went  on  with  a 
melancholy  anxiety.  “  I  have  seen  all  those 
about  you,  and  God  knows  if  I  have  sought 
to  discover  if  it  were  possible  that  you 
loved  any  one  of  them  1  No,  you  love  no 
one.”  And  he  added  in  a  beseecliing  voice, 
“  Tell  me  that  this  some  one  does  not  exist, 
tliat  you  have  just  invented  him  in  order  to 
cure  me,  that  it  is  a  charitable  deception  ?  — 
You  do  not  answer;  you  would  convince 
me  that  he  exists ;  swear  it  then.”  And  he 
devoured  her  with  his  eyes,  watching  the 
least  change  of  that  beautiful  face. 

She  was  very  pale;  but  she  raised  her 
hand  at  once,  and  said  in  an  altered  voice, 
“  I  swear  it  I  ” 

Ferni  was  standing  with  Madame  de 
Mar<,'ay’s  other  hand  clasped  in  both  liis 
own.  He  threw  that  hand  from  him  with  a 
sort  of  horror,  and  staggered  toward  the 
door ;  but  before  he  could  reach  it,  Madame 
de  Mar<;ay  spoke  to  him,  “  You  no  longer 
care  then  for  my  little  souvenir  ?  ”  And  she 
held  out  the  calendar.  The  voice,  the 
movement,  went  to  Ferni’s  soul,  and  abrupt¬ 
ly  changed  the  course  of  his  ideas.  He  re¬ 


turned  to  her,  threw  himself  at  lier  leet, 
covered  her  hands  with  kisses,  and  went 
away  at  last,  almost  happy  in  the  midst  of 
his  misfortune,  that  he  had  not  ])arted  in 
that  passion-fit  from  the  woman  he  had 
loved  so  much,  and  who,  even  after  such  an 
avowal,  still  seemed  to  him,  in  his  utter  be¬ 
wilderment,  dearer  than  all  the  world  beside. 

Spite  of  the  bitter  sweetness  which  he 
had  found  in  his  farewell  to  Madame  de  Mar- 
(;ay,  Ferni  determined  to  see  her  no  more, 
and,  with  reason,  distru.-ting  his  courage,  re 
solved  anew  to  quit  Paris.  He  marked 
with  black  that  fatal  day  in  the  calendar 
which  he  had  receiv  ed  from  her,  made  his 
travelling  preparations,  and  arranged  every¬ 
thing  to  leave  on  the  morrow ;  but  during 
the  last  day  he  was  to  have  passed  among 
us,  he  met  a  friend  of  Madame  de  Marcay, 
who  was  astonished  at  the  change  in  his  ap¬ 
pearance,  and  learned  with  surpris»j  the 
news  of  this  immediate  departure.  Chance 
would  have  it  that  Madame  de  Marcay  was 
almost  directly  informed  of  this  meeting,  and 
in  less  than  an  hour  after  F erni  received  a 
note  from  her.  She  had  been  told  that  he 
was  ill,  and  about  to  go  away ;  would  he 
leave  Paris  thus  without  bidding  adieu  to 
his  friends  ? 

J  should  be  the  first  to  blame  Madame  de 
Murray  if  co<juetry  had  had  the  slightest 
share  in  this  proceeding ;  but  pity  alone  had 
guided  her  pen.  She  anticipated  with  re¬ 
gret  the  absi  nce  of  a  friend  already  very 
dear ;  she  could  not  resolve  to  let  him  go  in 
despair.  Ferni  hastened  to  Madame  de  Mar- 
(I'ay  in  e.xtreme  agitation,  speaking  some¬ 
times  gently,  sometimes  with  bitterness,  and 
entleavoring  to  justify  a  departure  which 
she  regarded  as  an  act  of  weakness. 
“  What  drives  me  away,”  he  cried,  “  is  the 
intolerable  anguish  I  feel  in  not  being  able 
to  look  at  you  without  the  thought  that  you 
are  another’s,  and  by  your  own  free  will, 
that  perhaps  at  that  very  moment  you  have 
just  seen  him.” 

She  made  him  a  smiling  sign  not  to  be 
troubled,  and,  as  he  gazed  wildly  at  her, 
added.  “  He  is  very  far  from  here,  and  you 
are  not  likely  to  meet  him,  nor  I  either; 
hundreds  of  leagues  separate  us.” 

The  joys  and  griefs  of  poor  human  nature 
are  all  relative,  and  Ferni,  who  for  two  days 
had  suffered  cruellv,  felt  almost  delivered 
from  his  torture,  lie  thought  no  more  of 
tlie  sad  reality  of  that  other  love,  or  the 
certain  e.xistence  of  a  favored  rival;  he 
gave  himself  up  wholly  to  the  idea  that 
here,  at  least,  Madame  de  Mar<,  ay  was  not 
taken  from  him  nor  disputed  by  any  one,  — 
that  here,  at  least,  no  man  was  nearer  than 
he  to  her  heart.  He  seated  himself  at  her 
feet,  took  one  of  her  hands,  which  she  let 
lie  clasped  in  his  on  Jier  laj),  and  an  hour 
passed  both  sad  and  delicious  to  Ferni, 
while  he  talked  to  Madame  de  Marcay  of 
his  broken  illu^ions,  of  the  ambitious  pro¬ 
jects  and  dreams  of  happiness  which  he  had 
formed  while  still  hoping  to  one  day  gain 
her  love,  —  of  his  future  forever  desolated 
by  an  incurable  and  fruitless  passion.  She 
replied  gently,  exhorting  him  to  resignation 
and  courage,  flattering  his  pride,  arousing 
his  ambition,  and  painting  the  charms  of 
the  close  friendship  which  might  always 
unite  them.  Both  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  and 
their  conversation  was  often  inteiTuptcd  by 
long  pauses.  Ferni  from  time  to  time 
pressed  passionately  the  hand  she  had  yield¬ 
ed  to  him,  and  mechanically,  doubtless, 
Madame  de  Mar<^ay  returned  his  pressing. 
Any  one  who  had  seen  them  tlius,  leaning 
toward  each  other,  with  wet  eyes,  speaking 
in  murmurs,  or  silent  as  if  lost  in  their  own 
fhoughts,  would  certainly  have  taken  them 
for  two  devoted  lovers  sweetly  intoxicated 
with  their  bliss,  and  forgetting,  in  the  ex¬ 
change  of  their  tender  promises,  the  flight 
of  time  and  the  existence  of  the  world. 
Who  could  ever  have  believed,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  that  he  beheld  a  woman  resolute 
never  to  yield,  and  a  man  consumed  by  the 
furies  of  jealousy  and  love  ? 

Ferni  himself  was  almost  deceived,  and 
regained  some  hope.  So  the  next  day  he 
was  astonished  to  be  received  with  a  little 
coldness.  He  would  have  broken  this  ice 
and  resumed  the  eternal  subject  of  his  love, 
but  she  responded  so  clearly  that  it  was 
useless;  she  appeared  so  surprised  and  wea¬ 
ried  by  his  persistence  that  he  left  her  pres¬ 
ence  depressed  and  tired  of  life.  This  time 
I  urged  his  departure.  These  constant  keen 
emotions  had  affected  his  health,  and  I  be¬ 
gan  to  fear  for  his  reason.  He  had  become 
almost  incapable  of  effort,  or  even  of  con¬ 
nected  thought  upon  anything.  A  work  un¬ 
dertaken  upon  Italy  —  a  part  of  which,  al¬ 
ready  published,  had  been  warmly  praised — 
remained  unfinished,  and  there  seemed  littla 
likelihood  of  his  ever  resuming  his  pen. 
His  friends  began  to  notice  his  gloomy  sad¬ 


ness  and  continual  abstraction.  “  Some-  : 
thing  is  wrong  with  poor  Ferni,”  was  whi?-  | 
pered  about  him  with  an  air  of  mystery.  I  ! 
thought  he  ought  to  get  away  at  ail  hazards, 
and  begged  him  to  take  a  long  journey.  It  ! 
was  with  sorrow  that  I  saw  his  will  itself  ! 
weakened,  and  the;  will  of  anoth<-r,  for  the  | 
first  time,  possessing  an  ascendency  over  ! 
him.  lie  who  ordinarily  knew  not  what  it  j 
was  to  obey  that  day  obeyed  me  with  child- 
isli  docility,  and  a  sort  of  helplessness  that  ! 
rent  my  soul.  I  loved  him  more  dearly  than 
ever,  and  was  heart-broken  to  see  him  go. 
But  would  to  God  he  had  never  returned ! 

[CuDcliuion  next  week.] 


AN  TlNGAGhlD  MAN. 

IN  TWELVE  CII.IPTERS.  —  CUAITEU  VIII. 

BOGER  did  not  stop  to  close  the  street- 
door  after  him. 

For  very  many  years  he  had  not  run  so 
fast  as  he  ran  that  night.  Indeed,  for  very 
manv  years  he  had  not  run  at  all ;  his 
(juickest  pace  upon  the  most  urgent  provo¬ 
cation  had  been  a  mild  kind  of  amble ;  now 
he  more  than  trotted,  —  he  even  galloped. 
Weighted  as  he  was  with  years  and  redun¬ 
dant  flesh,  his  speed  of  movement  distressed 
him  sorely.  Still  he  kept  on,  —  bi-avely  is 
not  the  right  word,  —  let  us  rather  say  with 
the  energy  of  desjiair.  He  was  trembling 
all  over,  —  panting,  perspiring;  agonizing 
groans  seemed  to  be  jolted  out  of  him  as  he 
sped  along;  his  limbs  threatened  to  give 
way  beneath  him  ;  his  heart  was  whirled 
about  as  in  a  churn,  now  banged  against  his 
ribs,  now  tossed  up  to  his  throat.  He  had 
never  felt  his  feet  so  tender,  or  the  paving- 
stones  so  hard.  He  hardly  knew  what  he 
did, —  whither  he  was  bound;  but  a  wild 
desire  to  leave  Saekbut  Place  behind  him 
^to  have  some  space  between  himself  and 
Mrs.  Kettlewell  —  posses'-ed  him  absolutely. 
It  was  not  a  moment  for  deliberate  thought, 
or  he  might  have  reflected  regretfully  on  his 
lack  of  training,  his  utterly  bad  form  and 
condition  for  the  violent  exercise  he  was  un¬ 
dergoing. 

Perhaps  mechanically  —  certainly  with 
no  very  clear  intention  —  his  steps  carried 
him  towards  the  Acrojiolis.  Gradually  his 
reason  cleared.  He  must  have  aid  and  ad¬ 
vice  ;  he  could  not  act  for  himself  in  the 
sti'ange  trouble  that  had  come  upon  him; 
he  had  long  resigned  action ;  it  was  not  in 
his  line ;  he  was  helpless,  feeble,  incapable 
as  a  child ;  he  must  have  some  one  to  lean 
upon,  —  to  counsel  him,  to  act  for  him,  or 
at  least  to  tell  him  what  had  best  be  done. 
Pettigrew  was  his  man,  —  who  else  ?  Pet¬ 
tigrew’s  sagacity  was  proved ;  had  he  not 
foreseen  something  of  the  frightful  difiiculty 
that  had  arisen?  Pettigrew  was  at  the 
club  when  Boger  quitted  it ;  he  would  re¬ 
join  Pettigrew. 

'The  figure  of  a  stout  gentleman  fleeing 
down  Piccadilly  at  midnight  occasioned 
some  stir.  Tlie  policeman  viewed  him  half 
with  derision,  half  with  suspicion.  Ought 
he  to  follow?  Was  there  mi^chief  atbot? 
Was  it  for  a  wager,  or  a  tipsy  frolic,  that 
this  pedestrian  John  Gilpin  thus  raced  on 
his  way  ?  Or  was  he  a  father  of  a  family, 
about  to  be  inci'ca.sed,  hastening  tor  the  doc¬ 
tor  ?  So  the  constable  questioned  himself, 
obtaining  unsatisfactory  responses,  and  then, 
constable-like,  doing  noting.  Belated 
street-boys  and  hilarious  night-revellers 
raised  shouts  and  cries  of  ridicule,  out¬ 
stretched  their  arms,  and  feigned  attempts 
to  stay  the  fugitive  or  obstruct  his  path. 
But,  now  on  the  pavement,  now  in  the 
roadway,  —  in  dire  peril  from  the  wheels  of 
hansoms,  —  Mr.  Boger  held  on. 

“  Mr.  Pettigi'ew !  ”  he  gasped  at  the  door 
of  the  Acropolis,  and  nearly  reeled  into  the 
friendly  arms  of  the  hall-jHirter. 

“Just  gone,  sir,  —  not  a  minute  ago. 
Nothing  wrong,  sir,  I  hope  ?  ” 

“  Gone  ?  ”  cried  Boger,  with  a  mean  of  an¬ 
guish  and  then  turned  from  the  Acropolis 
and  fled  anew.  He  knew  where  Pettigrew 
lodged,  —  in  a  moilest  chamber  over  a  boot¬ 
maker’s  shop  in  Jasmin  Street,  St.  James’s. 
Boger  ran  thither ;  fortune  favored  him  for 
once ;  he  found  Pettigrew  on  the  door-step, 
just  about  to  turn  his  key  in  the  door  and 
withdraw  for  the  night.  Boger  clutched 
feebly  at  his  friend’s  arm. 

“  Be  off  1  1  ’ve  no  halfpence,  I  tell  you  1  ” 
Then  in  an  altered  tone,  Pettigrew  contin¬ 
ued,  “  I  bt“g  your  paixlon.  Good  heavens ! 
Boger  1  Is  it  you  ?  ” 

“  At  last  I ’ve  found  you,  thank  God  !  ” 
Boger  had  breath  for  no  further  utterance. 
With  a  convulsive  shiver  and  chattering 
teeth,  he  collapsed,  and  sank  upon  the  door¬ 
step,  crushing  his  hat  in  his  fall,  and  nar¬ 
rowly  escaping  personal  injurj'  from  the 
scraper. 


“  He ’s  drunk,”  said  Pettigrew.  “  Very 
odd ;  he  was  sober  enough  when  he  left  the 
club  an  hour  ago ;  ,never  saw  him  like  this 
before.  Come,  I  say  old  man,  — get  up  ;  this 
won’t  do,  you  know ;  you  can’t  do  this  here.” 
Pettigrew  unconsciously  had  assumed  quite 
the  manner  of  a  policeman  confronting  one 
intoxicated.  He  shook  his  visitor,  —  then 
extended  a  helping,  or  rather  perhaps  an 
up-dragging  hand  to  him,  and  at  last  had 
him  nearly  on  his  h-gs  again,  —  very  inse¬ 
cure  and  decn-pit  legs  they  were.  “  Come, 
that ’s  better.”  And  he  put  Boger’s  hat 
straight  lor  him,  and  brought  back  the  bow 
of  his  cravat,  which  had  veered  round  to  the 
nape  of  his  neck,  to  its  proper  anchorage 
under  his  chin. 

“  My  dear  Pettigrew,”  Boger  moanetl 
amid  distressing  pantings,  “  forgive  me ; 

I ’m  very  ill.” 

“  I  see  you  ’re  not  quite  the  thing.” 

“  I ’ve  no  right  to  disturb  you  at  this 
hour,  I  know.” 

“  Well,  you  have  n’t.  But  what ’s  the 
matter  ?  ” 

“  That  woman  ”  — 

“  M’hat  woman  ?  ” 

“  Mrs.  Kettlewell.  Her  conduct,  —  jier- 
fectly  awful,  —  r.ev<r  heard  of  such  a 
thing,  —  if  you  only  knew,  —  if  I  could  only 
explain,  —  but  my  breath,  —  the  exciteme  nt, 
—  the  alarm  ”  — 

“  You ’d  better  come  in,  I  think.  It ’s 
colli  on  the  door-step.”  Pettigrew  openetl 
the  door,  and  supported  his  fnend  into  the 
passage,  which  smelt  pungently  of  the  boots 
in  the  adjoining  shop,  then  propped  him  se¬ 
curely  against  the  wail,  while  he  lighted  his 
candle.  “  Can  you  manage  to  get  up  stairs, 
do  YOU  think  ?  ” 

With  the  help  of  the  balusters  and  his 
friend’s  shoulder,  Boger  laboriously  mounted 
the  staircase.  Pettigrew  conducted  him  in¬ 
to  a  cramjied  little  apartment,  —  also  smell¬ 
ing  stromrly  of  bixits,  as  indeed  did  every 
room  in  the  house,  —  and  safely  deposited 
him  upon  a  hard  and  prickly  sola.  “  Lie 
there,  old  man,  and  get  yoc.r  wind,”  said 
Pettigrew.  “  Never  saw  a  fellow  so  blown 
in  all  my  life.” 

He  was  a  Kan,  dry,  sinewy  man  himself, 
and  though  old  and  wrinkled,  his  hair  very 
gray  and  scanty,  was  yet  capable  of  a  g(K;d 
deal  of  muscular  effoit  of  a  stifl'  kind.  If 
his  face  was  older,  his  figure  was  younger 
than  Boger’s.  Tliey  were  perhaps  really  of 
about  the  same  age,  however  Boger  might 
flatter  himself  as  to  his  youthful  advantages 
over  his  friend. 

Pi  ttigrew  jiecrcd  at  the  recumbent  figure 
of  Boger  curiously.  “  No ;  not  drunk,”  he 
decided,  “but  terribly  iqiset  about  some¬ 
thing  or  another.”  He  unlocked  a  chilfon- 
nier,  and  took  out  a  small  decanter.  He 
mixed  a  tumbler  of  brandy  and  water. 
“  Drink  that,”  he  said  simply.  Boger 
obeved.  He  would  have  complied  with 
any  direction  in  the  state  he  was  reduced 
to  ;  and  certainly  he  stood  iu  need  of  some 
stimulant, 

“  That  woman !  ”  he  moaned  again  pres¬ 
ently. 

“  Ah  !  ”  Pettigrew  nodded  his  head, 
with  the  air  of  saying,  “  I  told  you  so.” 

“  Read  that.”  Boger  held  out  the  mar¬ 
riage  certificate,  —  now  very  damp  and 
cruinjiled. 

Pettigrew  smoothed  it  out  on  the  table, 
dn‘w  a  chair  near,  and  sat  down  to  delib¬ 
erately  (‘xamine  the  document  su'omitted  to 
him.  He  took  out  his  eye-glasses,  jxilished 
them  with  his  si'ik  handkerchief,  and  set 
them  firmly  astride  upon  his  shar])  bony 
no>e.  He  regaled  himself  with  a  large 
pinch  of  snufi',  and  then  slowly  and  solemnly 
read  through  the  papier,  —  reperuseil  it, 
turned  it  over  to  see  if  anv  thing  was  in¬ 
dorsed  upxin  it.  He  laid  it  down  carefully 
at  last,  smoothing  it  afresh,  took  off  his 
glasses,  and  then  for  a  few  moments  sat 
speechless,  staling  at  Boger. 

Early  in  life,  it  may  be  noted,  Pettigrew 
had  served  under  government  as  a  stipiendi- 
ary  magistrate  at  the  pienal  and  milit.'iry  sta¬ 
tion  of  St.  Mungo’s,  the  largest  of  the  Queen 
Anne  Islands  in  the  Pacific  Ocean.  Indeed, 
his  present  income  for  the  most  part  consist¬ 
ed  of  the  piension  awartled  him  on  his  retire¬ 
ment  from  that  rcspxinsible  position.  Oc¬ 
casionally  something  of  his  old  judicial  hab¬ 
it  of  mind  and  demeanor  would  assert  itself. 
The  present  was  clearly  an  oppiortunity  for 
a  demonstration  of  that  kind.  He  mounted 
the  bench  agsiin,  so  to  spK-ak,  and  prepared 
to  adjudicate  ujion  the  matter  Boger  had 
brought  under  his  notice.  He  was  not 
quite  clear  yet  whether  Boger  was  a  prose¬ 
cutor  or  a  prisoner  under  charge;  but  he 
was  ready  to  consider  the  matter  with  be¬ 
coming  gravity  and  impartiality,  and,  so 
far  as  he  could,  to  pass  sentence  upon  and 
commit  anybody  deserving  of  such  punish* 
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marriage  is  certified  to  have  been  peribrmed 
on  the  4th  October  last.” 

“  I  was  ill  in  bed  —  motionless  —  helpless 
at  the  time.  Yon  know  I  was,  Pettigrew,” 
pleaded  Bogcr,  piteously. 

“  This,  of  course,  is  only  an  informal  and 
prcliminaiy  investigation,”  said  Pettigrew. 
He  rose  and  went  to  his  writing-desk,  which 
stood  on  a  table  in  the  comer  of  the  room. 
He  was  a  man  of  precise  and  methodical 
habits,  it  seemed,  and  kept  a  diary.  He 
turned  back  to  some  past  entries,  and  then 
read  out:  “  4th  October.  Called  on  Tom- 
kinson  at  his  club,  —  early  bv  appointment, 
and  breakfasted  with  him.  Met  old  Genenl 


ment  as  it  was  within  his  jurisdiction  to 
award. 

“  Well,  thcit  seems  clear  and  straightfor¬ 
ward  enough.  \Vhat  have  you  to  say  to 
this  —  Boger  ?  ”  lie  was  nearly  saying 
“  prisoncjr,”  or  “  defend.ant.” 

“  It ’s  the  most  mysterious,  —  the  most 
awful,  —  the  most  unaccountable”  — 

“  Well,  well,  it  may  be  so.  Don’t  waste 
the  time  of  the  court,  —  I  mean,  don’t  let  ns 
lose  any  time.” 

“  It ’s  some  infernal  trick  on  the  part  of 
that  woman,  —  some  infamous  conspira¬ 
cy” — 

“  I ’ve  no  evidence  to  that  eSect  before 
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Hickson,  whom  I  ’vc  hardly  seen  since  I 
left  St.  Mungo’s:  he  looks  the  worse  lor 
wear.  At  noon,  called  at  Boger’s;  tbiind 
him  ill  in  bed,  — with  rheumatic  gout  in  his 
hands,  knees,  and  feet,  —  terribly  pulled 
down.  Met  Simmons  there,  and  had  some 
talk  with  him.  S.  tliinks  bailly  of  B.’s  ease ; 
good  constitution,  but  much  impaired  by 
careless  feeding,  —  over-indulgence  at  the  j 
hihle,  —  B.’s  full  habit  of  body  counts  again.st 
his  recovery,  &e.”  I  need  n’t  read  any  more. 
Yes;  we  might  make  that  evidence  tor  wh.at 
it ’s  worth,  and  we  might  call  Sininions.” 
He  looked  round,  as  though  to  instruct  an 
usher  of  the  court  to  bring  Simmons  betorc 
him,  —  then  cheeked  himself.  “  No  doubt 
sanething  niiaht  be  done  in  the  way  of 
proving  an  alibi.  Still,  this  certificate  is 
unquestionably,  to  say  the  least  ol  it,  strong 
prima  facie  evidence  of  a  marriage.  Tlten 
you  are  found  domiciled  in  the  same  jtlace,  — 
under  the  same  roof.  As  to  general  repute,  1 
W’on’t  take  ujmn  myst  lf  to  say  much ;  it ’s  of 
little  consequence,  {H»rhaps,’in  regard  to  an 
English  marriage.  It  is  clear,  however,  that 
your  friends  have  not  been  without  suspicion 
on  the  subject.  They  cannot  but  have  jwr- 
ccivetl  that  this  woman  hail  obtained  a  pecu¬ 
liar  infiuence  and  ascendency  over  you.  I 
venture  to  assert  that  such  a  marriage  as 
this  pajter  certifies  to  have  taken  place 
would  not  have  surprised  them.  I  may  say 
that  they  were  even,  in  some  sort,  prepared 
to  hear  of  it,  any  day.  The  woman  is  what 
many  people  would  call  a  fine  woman  — 
still.  She ’d  been  your  housekeeper  tor 
many  years,  ilen  arrived  at  yonr  time  of 
lite  have  often  been  known  to  marry  their 
housekeepers.  Her  demeanor  towards  you 
could  hardly  be  described  as  that  of  a  ser¬ 
vant,  —  it  was  that  of  an  eipal,  —  an  inti¬ 
mate  even  ”  — 

“  (Jood  heavens,  Pettigrew,  what  are  you 
driving  at  ?  ”  demanded  Bogcr,  with  much 
anguish  of  expression. 

Pettigrew,  in  an  abstracted,  summing-up 
sort  of  way,  had  been  inflicting  severe  inju¬ 
ries  upon  his  triend,  —  probing  him  to  the 
(juick,  —  pressing  upon  his  wounds  in  the 
most  painful  manner.  “  Do  you  mean  sol¬ 
emnly  and  sinccrcdy  to  declare  that  you  're 
not  m.arricd  to  Mrs.  Kcttlewell?”  re-de¬ 
manded  Pettigrew. 

“  Certainly  not.  Solemnly  and  sincerely, 
—  nothing  of  the  kind ;  never  dreamed  of 
such  a  thing;  wouldn’t  n  iry  her  at  any 
price ;  would  n’t  touch  her  with  a  pair  of 
tongs,”  Boger  stuttered  forth,  inarticulate 
with  anger  and  apprehendon. 

“  Well,  well,  that ’s  all  beside  the  ques¬ 
tion.  The  question  is,”  —  Pettigivw  hesi¬ 
tated  a  moment  as  though  himself  in  doubt 
as  to  what  the  question  really  was,  —  “  the 
question  is.  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  Boger  replied  desperate¬ 
ly.  “  I  want  you  to  advise  me,  —  to  helj) 
me.  Something  I  must  do.  But  whatV 
For  (iod’s  sake,  tell  me,  Pettigrew.” 

“  Well,  I  supjiose  the  projier  course  will 
be  to  indict  her  for  conspiracy.” 

“  I  ’ll  do  it  1  ”  cried  Boger,  resolutely. 

I  ’ll  sift  the  thing  to  the  bottom ;  1  ’ll  exjiosc 
her:  I  ’ll  show  up  the  whole  scandalous  | 
trick ;  1  ’ll  appear  against  her  at  the  Old  i 
Bailey;  I’ll  be  revenged  upon  her;  I’ll  : 
lock  her  up  for  tliis,  if  1  have  to  spend  hun¬ 
dreds  of  pounds  to  do  it.” 

“  Very  well,  then.  The  first  thing  to¬ 
morrow  morning,  we  must  go  down  to  Bokes 
and  Bokes;  you  must  put  yourself  in  their 
hands :  you ’ve  no  great  case  at  present,  but 
they  ’ll  see  that  you  have  one  before  they ’ve 
done  with  you.” 

Bokes  and  Bokes,  it  should  be  noted,  were 
attorneys  of  Jewish  origin,  famed  for  their 
adroitness  and  experience  in  criminal  prac- 

“  Bokes  and  Bokes,  by  all  means,”  said 
Boger. 

“  That ’s  settled,  then ;  that ’s  business, 
that  is.  We  can  do  no  more  to-night.” 
Pettigrew  thereupon  ceased  to  be  Pettigrew 
the  stipendiarv'  magistrate  of  St.  Mungo’s, 
and  became  again  Pettigrew  of  the  Acrop¬ 
olis,  Piccadilly,  —  the  friend  of  Bertie  Boger. 

“  Have  some  more  brandy-and-water,”  he 
said.  “  You  must  n’t  go  back  to  Sackbut 
Place,  to-night.”  I 

“  I  could  not,  I  dare  not,”  Boger  conlcssed  ' 
tremulously ;  “  the  sight  of  that  woman 
would  rt'ailv  kill  me.  If  you  could  have 
seen  her,  Pettigrew,  —  if  you  could  have 
heard  her !  ” 

“  (ilad  I  did  n’t.” 

“  I  would  n’t  have  believed  it  of  her.” 

“  I  would,”  murmured  Pettigrew.  “  You 
must  put  up  to-night  with  a  shake-down  on 
that  sofa.  I  ’ll  do  the  best  I  can  for  you : 
to-morrow  we  ’ll  make  better  arrangements. 
There ’s  a  room  up  stairs  vou  can  have  for  a 
few  nights,  I  dare  sav.  1  can  lend  you  a 
collar  and  things.  Only  keep  away  from 
Sackbut  Place.’" 


“  I  will,”  Boger  sjiid,  promptly.  Pettigrew 
did  not  doubt  that  he  would. 

“I  feel  wretchedly  weak  anil  ill,  Petti¬ 
grew.  Do  you  know  I  n-ally  iK'lieve  1  ran 
all  the  way  to  tlie  Acrojiolis !  Never  ran  .<o 
hard  in  my  life.” 

“Just  so.  Never  mind;  perhaps  it  will 
stave  ofl‘  a  fit  of  the  gout.” 

“  1  must  write  to-morrow  to  the  Lupuses : 
they  ’ll  lx*  ex[x?cting  me  on  Sunday ;  1  shall 
not  lie  able  to  go.  I  shall  not  be  nearly 
equal  to  it ;  I  must  beg  them  to  excuse  me. 
I ’d  better,  had  n’t  I V  ” 

“  M’ell,  yes.  It ’s  as  well  to  Ik'  off  with 
the  old  love  before  you  ’re  on  with  the  new ; 
get  rid  of  one  wife  before  you  take  another,” 
Pettigrew'  advised  with  a  grim  smile. 

Boger  groaned. 


AT  51ETZ,  BEFORE  THE  STATUE  OF 
MARSHAL  NEY. 

On  page  605  is  a  picture  of  the  Market 
Place  at  Metz,  with  the  statue  of  Marshal 
Ney.  A  correspondent  of  a  London  jour¬ 
nal  thus  describes  the  scene  which  the  art- 
j  ist  has  represented :  “  The  Market  is  a 
j  very  large  square,  separated  by  a  road  from 
the  Esplanade,  which  is  jircttily  laid  out 
with  flower-beds,  avenues,  statues,  a  foun¬ 
tain,  and  a  pavilion  wherein  the  band 
plays.  At  the  end  of  the  s<(uare  stands 
Ncy’s  statute,  grim,  defiant,  musket  in  hand. 
All  around  were  the  {ucturesque  country 
cai'ts,  the  horses  unharnessed  and  quietly 
munching  the  hay  which  they  had  just 
brought  into  the  town.  About  tlie  statue 
of  the  marshal  wen*  grouped  soldiers  of 
ever\-  diversity  of  uniform  looking  up  ad¬ 
miringly  at  the  ‘  Bravest  of  the  brave,’  won¬ 
dering  maybe  whether  this  war  would  pro¬ 
duce  another  Duke  ol'  Elchingen  to  lead 
dcsi)erate  attacks  and  defend  as  desperate 
retreats.  Saarlouis,  the  Marshal’s  birth¬ 
place,  is  Pnissian  ground  now,  and  I  sup¬ 
pose  the  cannon  of  Saarbruck  were  audible 
there ;  the  bugles  blow  and  the  drums  lieat 
in  Metz,  the  heavy  tramp  of  the  soldiers 
echoes  through  the  streets,  the  tumbrils 
and  the  guns  go  rumbling  by,  and  if  any¬ 
thing  could  make  the  fighting  Marshal  stir 
in  his  grave  it  would  be  this  ceaseless  din 
of  martial  pn-paration  going  on  around  him 
against  the  hated  Prussian.” 


FOREIGN  FUN. 

Ok  CounsE.  —  Should  the  French  soldiers  at  the 
seat  of  war,  having  first  exhausted  all  their  ordi¬ 
nary  supplies,  and  then  eaten  their  horses,  trap¬ 
pings  included,  eventu-illy  turn  cannibaU,  Le  Battif 
would  of  course  be  the  first  victim ! 

Stkaxi;k.  —  Tlie  German  generals  keep  their 
instructions  most  profoundly  secret,  and  yet, 
strange  to  say,  they  all  wear  their  “  orders  ”  openly 
on  their  breasts. 

Forwards  and  backwards,  —  “  RAW  Recruits  ” 
are  W  A  R  ones,  ns  well ! 

“  I 'm  sorry  to  have  to  disagree  with  you,”  ns 
the  Welsh  rabhit  said  to  the  dyspeptic  olil  gentle¬ 
man  who  vxndd  eat  him. 

Par  Excellence.  —  The  particular  monarch  with 
whom  the  Emperor  of  the  French  wishes  just  now 
to  form  an  alliance  is  old  King  Voall 

A  8TR.VXGE  “  Boxxe-Bouciie.”  —  The  mitrail- 
leur,  which,  just  now,  is  in  everybody’s  mouth. 

A  queer  si'ght.  —  To  see  gr.iss  eating  animals ;  to 
see  animals  eating  grass  is  commou  enough,  of 
course ! 

An  Obliging  Class  of  'Men.  —  Auctioneers,  who 
attend  to  every  one’s  bidding. 

A  Paris  house  has  just  sent  an  order  to  a  Berlin 
house  for  a  large  number  of  photographs  of  the 
German  generals,  in  cheap  copies.  The  answer 
returned  was,  “  We  have  no  more  copies,  but  will 
send  you  the  originals.”  The  answer  final  was, 
“  Taking,  after  nii,  would,  we  think,  be  the  cheap¬ 
est,  and  save  you  trouble.  Many  thanks.” 

IhoiiLY  RESi'KCTAni.E  LigtroR. — “Claret  Mc- 
doc,  with  buttled  character.”  So  says  a  placard  on 
a  shop-window.  We  all  know  that  it  is  ns  impor¬ 
tant  for  a  wine  to  have  a  character  as  it  is  for  a 
servant;  but  many  of  us  now  learn,  for  the  first 
time,  that  it  can  be  bottled.  Let  us  hope  one 
thing,  that  if  the  wine’s  character  is  bottled,  it  is 
not  *•  corked”  also. 

A  Misnomer. —  The  Sunday  at  Home  is  the 
title  of  an  evangelical  magazine  conducted  and 
written  for  mainly  by  sundry  gentlemen  with  the 
prefix  “  Rev.”  We  think  the  designation  unfortu¬ 
nate  ;  because,  a  Sunday  at  home  would  involve 
absence  from  church  or  chapel,  and  the  reverend 
gentlemen  would  have  to  hold  forth  to  a  beggarly 
array  of  empty  benches. 

Ore  of  the  most  elaborate  attempts  at  a  pun¬ 
ning  Joke  is  told  in  a  book  entitled  Recollections  of 
Oxford.  “  Dr.  Barten,  Warden  of  Merton,  gave 
a  dinner  one  day,  and  invited  Mr.  Rook,  of  his  own 
college,  Mr.  Crow,  of  New  College,  Mr.  Woodcock, 
of  Christchurch,  and  Mr.  Partridge,  of  Brazenose 
—  who;  according  to  express  invitation,  were  punc¬ 
tual  at  five  o’clock.  ‘  Well,  gentlemen,’  said  the 


wit,  ‘  1  think  I  have  got  almost  all  the  birds  of  the 
air,  but  we  must  wait  a  little  for  one  bird  more.’ 
Mr.  Birdmore  had  been  expressly  invited  for  half 
past  five.” 

An  English  journal  in  an  article  on  the  war,  says 
that  the  French  Emperor  had  gone  to  the  seat  of 
war,  and  “  The  Empress  is  rngiiig  in  his  absence.” 
The  word  in  italics  should  of  course  been  “  re¬ 
gent.”  The  same  (lapcr  iiiakcs  another  blunder, 
quite  ns  ludicrous,  wlien  it  .says  that  “  Admiral 
Count  Bouet  Willauiney  has  goiio  with  the  French 
Fleet  to  curse  in  the  Baltic.”  Rather  a  cool  piece 
of  business. 

An  infallible  French  way  of  catching  nibbits 
without  firearms  or  traps  is  to  drop  a  crayfish  into 
the  burrow,  then  place  a  bag  at  the  mouth.  In 
course  of  time  the  crayfish  penetrates  to  the  rabbit 
and  seizes  him.  The  rabbit,  to  get  riil  of  the  cray¬ 
fish,  bolts  out  and  runs  into  the  bag.  “  Tliis 
methixl,”  the  author  ingenuously  adds,  “  requires 
some  patience,  as  the  crayfish  travels  very  slowly, 
but  patience  will  be  crow'ned  with  success.”  ( ! ) 

An  anecdote  is  related  illustrative  of  the  slyness 
of  the  Bohemians  compared  with  the  simple  hon¬ 
esty  of  the  German  and  the  candid  uiiscrupulous- 
ness  of  the  Hungarian.  During  the  late  war  three 
soldiers,  of  each  of  these  three  nations,  met  in  a 
parlor  of  a  French  inn,  over  the  chimney-piece  of 
which  hung  n  watch.  When  they  had"  gone  the 
German  said,  “  That  is  a  good  watch;  I  wish  I  had 
bought  it.”  “  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  take  it,”  said 
the  Hungarian.  “  1  have  it  in  my  pocket,”  said 
the  Bohemian. 

WAR  NEWS. 

FROM  FCS'S  WAR  CORRKSPOXDKXT. 

Were  it  not  for  my  native  modesty,  1  should 
have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  1  am  the  only 
Special  Correspondent  at  the  sent  of  war  who  pos¬ 
sesses  the  needful  capacity  and  the  reiiuisite  readi¬ 
ness  of  resource.  As  it  is,  1  shall  content  myself 
by  saying  that  for  fertility  of  exjiedient,  rapidity  of 
intellectual  grasp,  and  real  unadulterated  genius, 
ill  your  own  jugs,  there  is  n’t  another  fellow  out 
here  that  can  touch  me.  And  1  say  so  without 
vanity. 

Just  see  what  scrapes  they  have  all  got  into! 
The  correspondent  of  the  Standard  was  arrested  by 
the  I’rovost  Marshal,  who  tried  to  make  him  cat 
his  words.  As  he  refused  to  do  so  with  the  cour¬ 
age,  of  a  true  British  journalist,  they  compelled  him 
to  swallow  the  contents  of  his  ink-bottle.  The 
Times  correspondent  was  seized  as  a  Prussian  sjij’, 
owing  to  suspicions  aroused  hy  his  possession  of  a 
German  silver  fuzee-box.  One  of  the  Telegraph 
correspondents  w'lis  in  danger  of  being  martially 
executed  with  the  shot  he  had  paid  for  a  soldier’s 
glass  of  absinthe.  The  artist  of  the  Graphic  was 
in  custody  for  some  hours,  and  was  only  released 
oil  solemnly  undertaking  not  to  wash  in  any  more 
skies  with  Prussian  blue.  The  Daily  News  man  is 
exported ! 

And  yet  they  were  all  exerting  every  cflbrt  to 
avoid  arrest.  That ’s  just  where  it  was.  I  courted 
arre-t.  My  friends  have  always  said  that  I  pos¬ 
sessed  great  talent,  and  if  I  could  only  find  some 
one  who  would  take  me  up,  should  distinguish  my¬ 
self.  Well,  I  have  been  taken  up  at  last,  and  was 
brought  before  the  Emperor.  1  should  have  blushed 
for  the  race  of  special  correspondents,  if  I  had  been 
for  a  moment  at  a  loss  for  a  few  facts  invented  to 
amuse  his  Imperial  Highness.  I  informed  him  that 
I  was  Inspector  Owlbat,  of  the  Detective  Police, 
Scotland  Yard,  and  that  1  was  in  pursuit  of  Herr 
Ozokcrit,  of  the  Biuik  of  England,  who  was  trying 
to  esc  le  to  the  Prussians  with  seven  millions  of 
mone  . 

The  Emperor  was  pleased  to  speak  of  mo  as  a 
comrade,  alluding  pleasantly  to  the  days  when  he 
was  a  special  constable.  He  immediately  ordered 
General  Le  Ihcuf  to  order  out  an  escort  of  the  71st 
Regiment  of  La  Marine  d  Chetal,  and  accompany 
me  to  the  front. 

The  first  engagement  took  place  while  I  was 
there,  and  the  Emperor,  subsequently  coming  up 
with  the  Prince  Imperial,  offered  me  a  scat  in  his 
carriage.  I  had  therefore  the  honor  of  being  pres¬ 
ent  at  the  ceremony  which  His  Majesty  has  graph¬ 
ically  described  as  “  the  baptism  of  fire  ”  of  my 
friend,  Louis,  as  he  insists  ou  my  calling  him. 

When  he  picked  up  a  bullet  which  obligingly 
fell  close  by,  it  was  quite  affecting  to  see  the  gal¬ 
lant  veterans  moved  to  tears.  The  big  drops 
coursed  one  another  down  theirimiocent  noses,  and 
they  hastily  brushed  Uiem  away  with  the  butt- 
ends  of  their  Chosseputs,  being  either  ashamed  to 
be  seen  using  their  pocket-handkerchiefs,  or  else 
unable  to  use  them  because  they  had  n’t  any.  I 
even  observed  big  tears  standing  on  their  noble 
foreheads;  but  that  might  have  been  the  heat.  We 
—  I  ispeak  for  the  army  generally — have  since 
found  it  rather  too  hot,  and  a  strategic  movement, 
after  the  McClellan  style,  is  anticipated. 

This  is  authentic.  The  reiiorts  of  other  corre¬ 
spondents  may  differ,  but  that  is  the  result  of  envy 
combined  with  ignorance.  This  letter  bears  the 
stain])  of  truth.  None  other  is  genuine. 

(Signed),  Your  Skecial  Spv. 


Salt  Water  and  the  Sun  make  sad  havoc 
with  the  complexion,  and  therefore  every  family 
visiting  the  seaside  should  be  provided  with  Bur¬ 
nett’s  Kali.iston,  which  imparts  to  the  skin  a 
velvety  softness  auil  a  pearly  clearness  not  to  be 
obtained  by  the  use  of  any  other  cosmetic.  If 
u.sed  after  bathing  or  driving  on  the  beach,  it  will 
prevent  the  redness  and  irritation  of  the  cuticle, 
usually  occasioned  by  sen  water,  sea  air,  and  the 
reflection  from  the  sands. 


Irteresting  to  Ladies.  —  “  Our  Grover  & 
Baker  Machine  has  had  constant  service  for  the 
past  eight  years,  during  which  time,  as  n  family 
sewer,  we  have  neither  seen  nor  heard  of  its 
equal  for  simplicity  in  construction  and  neatness, 
with  great  durability  of  stitch.  ‘  Witching,’  as 
applied  to  other  machines  by  our  neighbors,  is 
with  us  unknown.” 

U.  F,  WARREN,  Scranton,  Pa. 


I  LEE  &  SHEPARD’S 

I  lr*ublieatioiis. 

BY  OLIVEB  OPTIC. 

j  ItKAU  AND  FOKUKAU; 

Or,  The  YfxiiiK  skiiiiHir  of  Liiho  Ueaygii. 

I  lUmu.  Illustrated,  lif  1.2i.  Completiii): 

,  TIIK  L.AKK  SIIOKK  SKltlKS. 

;  6  vols.  HI.  Per  vol.,  .It  1.25. 

LiKlitiiiiiK  Express.  On  Time. 

.  Thritufth  hy  Daylight.  Switch  Off. 

I  Break  L'p.  Bear  and  Eorliear. 

I  BY  IlKV.  ELIJAH  KELLOIKI. 

I  TIIK  IIAKDSCTtAltilKK  OK  KL.M  ISLAND. 

I  16inu.  lliu.ilrated.  $  1.25.  Cumpletiiig 

I  TDK  ELM  ISLAND  STOUIES. 

0  vols.  111.  Per  vol..  SI  25. 

I  Lion  Ben.  Charlie  Bell. 

I  The  Ark.  Tlis  Boy  Farmers. 

I  The  Young  Shipbuililers.  The  llardeurubblo. 

I  THE  OLD  .MASTEllS. 

I  THE  ritlNCES  OK  AKT. 

Painters,  Scul|)tors,  Engravers,  Architects.  Translated 

I  from  the  Freneli  by  Mrs.  S.  It.  Uiiiii.Nu.  12mu.  lllus- 

I  trated.  .112.00. 

OLlVEll  Ol’TIC’S  MAGAZINE. 

I  .Montbly  Part  for  August  cunlaiiis  a  eoiitimialion  of  Oli- 
ver  Optic’s  story,  PLANE  AND  PLANK,  or,  the  .Mis¬ 
haps  of  a  Mechanic,  fltorics  and  SkeU'hes  by  favorite 
authors.  Poems,  Dialogues,  Declamations,  Puzzles,  &c. 
Twenty-five  Illustrations.  Price,  25  cents. 

IN  PKISS. 

The  CoiiiiiiK  Mail. 

WHY  AND  HOWf 

Why  the  Chinese  emigrate,  and  the  means  they  adopt 
for  the  pur|)ose  of  getting  to  America.  AVith  Sketches 
of  Travel,  Social  Customs,  Amusing  Incidents,  &e.  By 
Col.  Ki  ssell  II.  Coswell.  (•*  Bussell  ”  of  the  Bos¬ 
ton  Traveller.)  lOmo,  Illustrated  from  original  de¬ 
signs.  .1 1.50. 

THE  HOYS  GK  GRAND  THE  SCHOOL. 

By  Prof.  Jas.  DeMili.e,  author  of  “The  B.  0.  AV.  C.,” 
“  The  Dodge  Club,”  &c.  lOmo.  Illustrateil.  11.50. 
THE  “H.  O.  W,  C.”  STORIES. 

To  be  completed  in  six  vols.  ‘24  IllustraiioiiS)  Per  vol., 
#1.50. 

The  “  B..  0.  W.  C.”  The  Boys  of  Grand  Pro  School, 
Sold  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers. 

LEE  &  SHEPARD,  l*iiliIiMli<-rR,  Ruatoii. 

LEE,  SlIEPAKD,  &  DILLlNUIlA.Al,  New  York. 

NEW  BOOKS. 

i  BRYANT— Traiislalioii  of  llo- 

Iliad.  2  vuU.  Impt^rial  octavo.  Clutb, 
jg!  10.00.  Half  Calf,  20.00. 

**The  m(»8t  sumptuous  books  of  the  season,  ami 
•  foremost  in  real  value  as  a  literary  work.  While 

I  the  cUssical  readier  wijl  tinti  delight  in  the  ex- 

<|UisUe  rendering  of  the  noblest  Hreek  epic  by 
the  veteran  poet  of  America,  the  eye  of  the  bo<ik 
lover  will  be  equally  charmed  with  the  elegance 
of  the  style  In  which  the  publishers  have  issutMl 
the  volumes.  The  heavy,  thick,  tinted  pafHir, 
the  quaint,  antique  type,  the  broad  pages,  an  l 
the  soltil  binding,  go  t<j  make  up  vuiuinos  tliat 
would  be  an  ornament  to  any  table,  even  if  they 
were  never  opened  to  the  treasures  within.  They 
are  magniOcent  books,  nobly  representing  the 
great  work  of  Mr.  Bryant's  life.*’  —  Boston  Post, 

C AlCIzETON  —  The  Seal  of  Ein- 

plrts  S1.60. 

Its  object  is  to  set  forth  the  physical  features  of 
the  vast  reach  of  c  luntry  lying  l)etween  the  Lakes 
and  the  Pacific,  in  British  Am^^rica  as  well  as  tluj 
irnited  States ;  and  this  valuable  information, 
collected  with  all  the  industry  and  intelligence  of 
an  accomplished  journalist,  is  deftly  woven  into 
the  pleasant  chronicle  of  a  summer  vacation 
tour  \  the  whole  enlivened  and  illustrated  by  fre¬ 
quent  engravings  and  a  complete  and  accurate 
map  of  the  country  between  the  36th  and  65th 
)>ara)lel8,  extemlliig  across  the  continent,  and 
showing  the  entire  railway  system  of  the  J’^stern 
and  Middle  States,  as  well  as  the  Union  Pacific 
and  Northern  Pacific  Hallways.”  ^  .^eurjr  at 


—  Sermons.  2  vols. 

S2.00.  Life  and  IjPttora.  1vol.  81.00. 

”Thc  memory  of  a  man  so  pure  and  noble,  so 
brave  and  devoted  a  soldier  In  the  cause  of  s«>ciHl 
justice  and  pi^rsorult  rectitude,  cannot  be  too  well 
preservetl.  All  that  he  said  and  did  derives  in¬ 
terest  from  his  character.  Whether  or  not  re¬ 
markable  in  itself,  it  shines  with  the  light  of  a 
soul  aHame  with  the  zeal  of  pure  goodness.  Ono 
would  rather  learn  how  such  a  man  wore  his  hat 
or  put  on  his  coat  than  hear  of  half  the  events 
which  are  commonly  called  great.  Intellectually 
considered,  Kobertson  was  characterized  rathtrr 
by  freshness  and  rectitude  of  mind  than  by  ex¬ 
traordinary  power  of  thought.  His  intellectual 
progress  was,  as  it  were,  forced  upon  him  by 
somewhat  deeper  than  intellect.  His  soul  inevi¬ 
tably  shed  away  narrow  views  and  unfounded 
theories,  detecting  their  nature  by  feeling  more 
than  by  thought,  and  repelling  them  from  a  flue 
sense  of  their  dissonance  with  itself.  His  reason, 
one  might  say,  was  rectitude  incandescent,— ))urc 
heat  of  soul  rising  to  the  degree  of  light.  This 
it  was  which  gave  him  such  persuasive  power, 
and  made  him  an  almost  incomparable  preach¬ 
er.”—  Boston  CommoHvoealth. 

mEDBEKY  —  IWcii  niid  ITIykterics 

of  AVnll  Htroet.  #  ‘2.00. 

“  Mr.  Meill>i;ry'a  style  is  excellent.  It  is  clear, 
strong,  crisp,  and  vivid .  It  never  lapses  into 
dulness.  Ills  kii<iwle<Ige  is  lunplc,  and  thus  we 
have  the  myst-ries  of  the  street  related  in  the 
most  eiilertainiiig  manner.  How  the  small  s|iec- 
ulators  manage,  how  the  big  o|)erBtors  work,  how 
combi  nations  arc  made,  how  ‘  corners  ’  are  ef¬ 
fected,  the  mysteries  of  ‘puts’  and  ‘calls,’  of 
iH-ing  short  or  long,  the  ndations  of  outsiders  anil 
brokers,  the  methoils  of  the  Long  Boom,  the  Keg- 
ular  Board,  and  the  Gold  Koom,  —  these  and 
many  other  jioints  are  explained  with  as  much 
clearness  as  is  isissible  In  mere  exqiosition  An 
interesting  chapter  is  devoted  to  A'anderhilt, 
Drew,  Gould,  Marston,  Dr.  Durant,  and  others  of 
the  great  operators  together  with  a  sketch  of 
their  most  famous  transactions.  The  whole  vol¬ 
ume  is  as  interesting  as  a  romance,  and  seems, 
much  of  It,  like  a  reconl  of  Romance.”  —  Mbany 
Krprtfi. 

“  The  Gold  Board,  Mining  Board,  Gold  Brokers, 
and  Stuck  Brokers  are  all  described,  with  the  ac¬ 
curacy  and  relish  of  a  connoisseur,  and  his  six 
original  illusiratinns  arc  highly  suggestive.  Per¬ 
haps  the  most  astonishing  chapter  will  be  found 
that  In  whieh  he  descrilies  the  Gold  Panics,  and 
cs|iecially  the  ‘  Black  Friday  ’  of  last  September. 
Altogether,  we  find  it  a  unique  and  curious  vol¬ 
ume,  and  commend  it  as  such  to  our  readers, 
even  if  not  iiersonally  Interested  in  finance  and 
speculation  in  stocks.”  —  Detroit  Tribune. 

*,*  For  sale  by  all  Booksellers.  Sent,  post-paid,  on  re¬ 
ceipt  of  price  by  the  Publishers, 

FLULDS,  OSGOOD,  &  CO.,  Boston. 


September  17,  1870.] 


EVERY  SATURDAY:  AN  ILLUSTRATED  JOURNAL  OF  CHOICE  READING. 


DR.  SHERMAN’S  PUNCHINELLO.  !  fl. 


SUCCESSFUL  METHOD  OF  CURING 


RUPTURE 


stroiiRly  indorsed  l)y  the  editors  of  the  New  York  Day- 
Bonk,  one  of  whom  is  nn  eminent  pliysieinn,  in  reply  to  s 
letter  of  inc|uiry  addresseil  to  them  hy  the  Rev.  Isaac 
Hard. 

Niw  York,  June  22, 1870. 
Rnv.  I.SAAC  Bard,  Greenville,  Ky. 

Prar  Sir,  —  You  place  us  under  a  very  aravc  respon- 
sihility  when  asking  us  to  advise  you  reKurdini;  a  trial  of 
Hr.  J.  A.  gherinan's  remedies  for  rupture.  Personalty 
we  know  no  more  about  the  doctor  than  yourself,  but,  on 
the  receipt  of  yours,  have  taken  pains  to  ascertain  some¬ 
thin!!  concerninif  the  basis  of  his  claima  A  personal  in- 
siKCtion  of  almost  an  innumerable  number  of  letters,  from 
all  classes  of  invalids  who  made  a  firactical  application 
of  his  method,  and  been  cure<I  by  it,  induces  us  to  say  to 
you  that  the  evidence  is  certainly  favorable  to  Dr.  Sher¬ 
man's  reputation,  and  is  as  stronK  an  indorsement  of  his 
pretensions  to  skill  as  could  be  asked  for-  Dr.  Sherman 
is  a  man  of  Rreat  value  to  the  afllicted  world,  ahd  deserv- 
inK  of  the  confidence  of  his  fellowmen.  Amonn  the  letters 
statiuK  that  a  complete  cure  of  rupture  had  been  effected, 
was  <  nc  from  the  Rev.  .loshua  V.  Himes,  editor  of  the 
Ailreiii  Ckristian  Timrs,  Buchanan,  Mich.  Perhaps  you 
had  belter  write  to  this  gentleman.  Dr.  Sherman,  of 
course,  is  not  infallible,  but  Irom  the  result  of  our  own  In¬ 
vestigations  nn  your  account,  we  consider  him  as  well 
worthy  of  a  trial  as  any  other  human  agent. 

Your  obeilient  servants. 

Yak  Evbir,  Hortos,  k  Co., 
Editors  of  Day-Book. 

The  following  extract  is  from  the  Rev.  Isaac  Bard’s  let¬ 
ter,  received  at  the  oIBce  of  Dr.  Sherman,  July  30. 


Greexvillr,  Ky.,  July,  1870. 

Du.  SiiEK-UAir. 

Dear  Sir,  —  “  But  from  all  I  can  learn  from  the  papers, 
Day-Book,  Trihaae,  Horace  Greeley,  editor,  and  a  pri- 
"vate  answer  to  my  letter  from  Messrs.  Van  Evrie,  Horton, 
k  Co  ,  all  is  favorable  that  you  can,  under  G<sl,  cure  me. 

“Isaac  Bard.’’ 


Dr.  Sherman  is  dally  relieving  the  afllicted  at  his  office, 
097  Broadway,  New  York. 

tio.nBiNA'no.N 

STENCIL  ALPHABET  AND  FICURES. 


The  Mystery  of  Mr,  E.  Drood!  For  tl>eA«oMon  of  strangers, 


It  is  on«  of  the 
most  useful  inven* 
tioiis  of  th<;  age  for 
Murchuntsanil  Husi* 
n<‘ss  men. 

Tat'a  Au^.  11,  '68. 


It  is  ail  exceeii- 
ingly  rapid  method 
of  marking  Imxes 
for  shipment,  show 
cards ,  pric**  lists, 
kc.  Send  for  a  Circular. 


E.  L.  TAR150X,  S7  XiiSMiu  St.,  N.  Y. 

MAPIsEW'OOI>  IiiHtltute  for  Young;  L.a- 
cliea,  IMttsAeld,  Mars. »  bong  established  and 
pnispi'Mus ;  solicits  attention  to  its  unrivalled  advantages 
and  moderate  charges.  Rev.  C.  V.  SREAlt,  Principal. 


MOTH  PATCHES,  FRECKLES, 

Aim  TAII  fse  PaaRv’s  “Moth 

HRU  I  Mn,  Pi<r.rKLF,  liUTiox.”  It  is  reliable 
on  I  tmrmlesa.  ^Prepared  r>idy  by  Da.  B.  C.  PRURV,  49 
Bond  St.,  Newi'ork.  Bolil  l>y  Druggists  everywhere. 


Few  who  have  ever’^trleil  the 

American  lloiiMe,  Boston. 

are  tempted  to  leave  that  pattern  hotel  for  any  other. 


,  - — “  Ths  greatest  conveniiuico  of 

Bw  the  age.”  No  article  now  soll- 

ing  more  dcscrvingly  claims 
BbAiI'  the  candid  consideration  of  the 
business  and  scholastic  interest 
of  the  country  than 

xiIK  NOVEI.TY 

JOB  PRINTING  PRESS. 

rrleea  of  Fresaes,  813»  S30,  S-T-i,  S3G. 
Send  for  full  Circular,  with  testimonials  ami  specimens  ul 
type  and  printing,  to  BUNJ.  O.  YVOODS,  Manu¬ 
facturer,  351  Prdebai.  St.,  B<jstox,  Ma.ss.,  or  to  C.  U. 
THURSTON,  No.  Id  College  Place,  New  York  ;  KELLY, 
HOWELL,  &  LUDWIG,  917  Market  St.,  Philailelphia,  Pa.; 
A.  C.  KELLOGG,  68  West  Van  Buren  St.,  Chicago,  111. 

E.  W.  DcNBAa,  Bookseller,  DamariseoUa,  Me.,  write-s : 
“The  Novelty  Press  purchased  nearly  two  years  ago,  I 
find  a  great  convenience  in  my  business.  My  boys,  16 
and  12  years  of  age  doing  all  my  printing,  and  quite  an 
amount  for  other  parties.  I  would  not  part  with  it  for 
three  times  its  cost.’’ 

Royal  Havana  Lottery  of  Cuba. 

8300,000  In  Gold  Drawn  evory  17  Days. 

Prises  caslied  and  information  furnished.  The  highest 
rales  paid  for  Doubloon..  All  kinds  of  Gold  and  Silver, 
Government  Bunds,  &c. 

TAYLOll  *  CO.,  Bankera, 

_ _  No.  16  Wall  Street,  New  York. 

82,000  A  YEAR  AND  EXPENSES 

to  agents  to  sell  the  celebrated 

WILSON  SEWING  MACHINES. 

The  beet  machine  in  the  world.  Stitek  alike  m  ieth  sides. 
ONE  MACHINE  WITHOUT  MONEY. 

For  further  particulan  address 
THK  WILSON  SEWING  MACHINE:  CO., 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  Boston,  Mass.,  or  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

&  A  A  A  WEEK  paid  Agents  in  a  new  business. 
VW  Address  BAGO  NOVELTY  CO.,  SwiO,  Me. 


14tli  Tart. 

By  OKI’HECS  C.  KEPII. 

Ask  any  Newsman  fur  it,  and  if  he  cannot  supply  you 
send  Ten  Cents  for  a  copy  to  address  of 

FUNCIIINELLO  PUBLISHING  CO., 

P.  0.  Box  2783.  8:j  Nassau  St.,  N.  Y. 

Canvassers  wanted.  Splendid  premiums  to  subscribers. 

SOUTHMAYD’S 

Pure  Confectionery. 

CHOCOLATE  DEPARTMENT. 

CHOCOLATES, 

All  Varieties  for  Table  Use  and  EatiiiK. 


SUPERFINE  CHOCOLATE  CONFECTIONS. 

Cream  Chocolates,  filled  with  rich  and  delicious 
Creams.  Flavors  :  Vanilla,  Orange,  Lemon,  Cocoa- 
nut,  kc.,  in  5  Ib.  boxes. 

Strawlieiry  Chocolates, 
ltas|iherry  Chocolates, 

Cordial  Chocolates, 

Jim  Crow  Cliocolates, 

UraiiKe  Jelly  Chocol.ute.s, 

Lemon  .leily  Choc.ilates, 

Chocolate  Wafers, 

Noiiimreil  Chocolate  Drops, 
I’lalii  Choeolate  Cakes  (large). 
Chocolate  Burnt  Almonds, 

Choeolate  Pralines, 

PortiiKitese  Chocolates, 

PistHche  Chocolates, 

Choeolate  Amerleanos, 

Nt.  Nicholas  Chocolates, 
Chocolatena, 

Chocolate  Nougal, 

Amarecenes. 

Chocolate  Paste, 

Chocolat.'  Cream  Bars, 
Fancy  Chocolates,  tilled 
with  Creams. 

SDUTII.'HAYD’S 

CELEBUATED  31DLAKSES  CANDY. 
SOUTU.TIAYD'S  Celebrated  Chocolate  Caramel. 

“  “  Everton  Taffee, 

“  “  A'anilla  Cream  Taffee. 

CREAM  FRUIT  CANDY, — Assorted  Flavors. 

102  Treiiiont  St.,  Boston. 

STEREOSCOPIC  VIEWS  ” 


WHITE  MOUNTAIN  SCENERY, 

For  sale  in  any  quantity  by 

JOSEPH  li.  BATES, 

No.  129  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

~  JKOCTlbKiS’ 

GROUPS  OF  STATUARY. 


These  groups,  suitable  for  Wedding 
^  Presents  or  Ornament,  will  be  delivered, 

I  with  all  express  charges  pre-paid,  at  any 
point  east  of  the  Mississippi,  on  receipt 
of  the  price,  vis.  from  8 10  to  $  25. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Cata* 
i-~Flojme  and  Price  List  to 

JOHN  ROGERS, 

‘2Vi  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York. 


JAPANESE 


Removes  Corns  without  Pain. 

Sold  at  all  drug  and  shoe  stares,  25  cents.  Samples  sent 
bv  mail  on  ri'ceipt  of  price,  and  traile  supnlleil  by  the 

J  \PaNE8F.  OOttN  Fll.F.  CO.,  .“U  Pine  St ,  N.  Y. _ 

Portability  uonibined  witli 
great  power  In  FI  ELD,  51 A- 
RINE,  TOURISTS’,  OPERA, 
and  general  out^loor  day  and 
night  double  perspective  glass¬ 
es,  will  show  distinctly  a  per¬ 
son,  to  know  him,  at  from  two 
to  six  miles.  Spectarlcs  of  the 
greatest  transparent  power,  to 
strengthen  and  improve  the 
sight,  wtthont  the  distressing  result  of  fteqnent  changes. 
Catalogues  sent  by  enclosing  Stamp.  8EMMONS,  Oev- 
LisTs’  (iPTiCiAa,  IW7  Broadway,  New  York. 

WANTED^ 


J 


5  LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN 

to  sell  the  New  Edition  of  Captaix 
Glarikh’s  Book,  “  The  Capture,*  Prison  Pen, 
and  Escape.”  Sold  by  Agents  only.  Most  lil'enil 
terms  offered.  Address  R.  H.  FERGUSON  &  CO.,  I’ub- 
lishcrs,  138  Blcecker  Street,  New  York  City. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  TIIK  NOTED 
NAMES  OF  FICTION.  By  WILUAM 
A.  WHEELER.  82  50. 

“It  is  a  work  sai  ataerie;  all  the  flowers  from  the 
field  of  Romance  mingled  togeiher."  —  H.  W.  Lijso- 
FELLOW. 

“  As  a  hook  for  miscellaneous  reading,  it  is  full  of  pleas¬ 
ant  surprises ;  as  a  book  of  reference.  It  is  difficult  to 
conceive  how  any  lover  of  literature  can  do  witliout  it.” 
—  Boston  Transcript. 

FIMLDS,  OSGOOD,  *  CO.,  BoaUn. 


A  LARGE  AND  ELEGANT  ASSORTMENT  OF 

DRESS  GOODS. 

SILKS,  PLAIN  AND  PLAID  POPLINS,  EMPRESS 
CLOTHS,  SATINS  DE  CHINE, 

NEW  STYLES  CLOAKINGS, 

PARIS  AND  D0SIE3TIC  JIADE  SUITS,  E.YTRE.ME- 
LY  CHEAP. 

CHILDREN'S  ELEGANTLY  EMBROIDERED  CLOAKS, 
DRESSES,  INFANTS’  ROBES. 

PARIS  NOVELTIES  IN  LADIES’  DASQUES, 
SACQUES,  kc. 

A  LARGE  ASSORTJIENT  OF 

HOUSEKEEPING  GOODS, 

CARPETS  AND  CURTAIN  3I.\TERIALS, 
E.MBROIDEIIED  LACE  AND  MUSLIN  CURTAINS. 
LADIES’  UNDERWEAR  AND  GENERAL 
OUTFITTING, 

H  O  S  I E  RY. 

ALEX.ANDRE’S  CELEBRATED  KID  OI/JVES, 
SPLENDID  QUALITY  AND  NEW  STYLES. 
SASH  RIBBONS,  SASHES,  NECK-TIES,  .MILLINERY 
AND  TRIMMING  RIBBONS,  &c. 

The  above  have  been  received  per  recent  ateamersi,  and 
will  be  offered  at 

EXTREMELY  ATTRACTIVE  PRICES. 

Stranicers  visitine  oiir  city  are  respect¬ 
fully  invited  to  examine. 


Broadway,  4th  Av.,  9th  and  10th  Sts., 

_ NKWYORK. 

€hoi*i8tcrs  and  Choirs 

ON  CAREFUL  E.XAMINATION,  FIND 

The  Choral  Tribute 

BY  L.  O.  E.WERSOPf, 

THE  5I0ST  SATISFACTORY  OF  ALL  THE  MODERN 
CHOIR  AND  SINGING-SCHOOL  BOOKS, 
price,  81.50  ;  813.50  per  doxen. 

Siiccfmen  copies  sent  postage  paid,  on  receipt  of 

price. 

OLIVER  DITSON  CO.,  Boston. 
CHARLES  H.  DITSON,  &  C<>.,  New  York. 

COTTAGE  HILL  SEMINARY  lor  YOUNG 
LADIES,  PoushkeepHie,  N.  Y.  —  Ke-o|K>ns 
September  14tli.  The  beet  features  of  European  and  Home 
schools.  Esiieci.nl  attention  tn  Modem  Languages,  Music, 
and  Art.  For  the  Studio,  Mr  Fred.  Rondel.  Lewi.i’s 
Gymnastics.  Prospectus  at  DUTTON'S,  Broadway,  or  hy 
post  of  the  Rector,  REV.  GEO.  f.  RIDER. 

MOlNlilY 


EASILY 


ESTABLISHES  IN  1823. 


GHIGKERING  &  SONS’ 

AMERICAN: 

PI^I^O-F’ORTES  I 


Triumphant  over  all  the  World! 


HAVE  RECEIVED 


74  FIRST  PREMItJMS- 


IN  EVERY  INSTANCE 


THE  HIGHEST  AWARD, 


ABOVE  ALL  COMPETITOES, 


The  United  State*,  London,  and  Paris 


3.34  WaghlmKton  St.,  Boston. 

11  East  14lh  St.,  New  York. 
JOSEl*i±  QILLOTT’S 
Celebrated 
STEEL  PENS. 

Bold  by  all  dealers  throogbost  the  world. 
Every  Packet  bean  the  Fae-Simile  cf  his  Bignatsn. 


MADE 

with  onr  Stencil  .und  Key-Chcck  Outfit. 
_  CIRCULARS  FREE. 

“  II AWTIIORSE'S  FIT  SUCVESSOll.’ 


THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP, 

AND  OTHER  SKETCHES. 

By  FBANCIS  BBET  HABTE. 

Heve  Edition.  8 1.50. 


“.The  book  is  simply  a  series  of  illustrations  of  the  life 
of  the  rough  populations  of  the  mines  ami  canvas  towns 
and  settlements  of  California,  a  life  which  is  fortunate  in 
having  found  so  faithful  a  limner ;  fur  it  is  surely  destineil 
to  fade  very  soon  before  the  invasion  of  railways  and 
civilization.  Mr.  Bret  llarte  appears  to  hare  hail  the 
faculty  of  steejiiDg  his  artistic  nature  and  senses  in  the 
atmosphere  of  this  kind  of  life.  He  may  be  said  to  have 
created  for  literature  the  California  miner;  that  is  to  say, 
he  found  the  typical  man  in  life,  or  he  found  his  charac¬ 
teristics  scattereil  about  among  a  variety  of  men,  and  he 
createil  a  complete  artistic  figure,  and  transferred  it  to 

literature . He  has  maile  his  people,  in  their  worst 

ami  in  their  best  moods,  to  seem  lifelike  and  natural ;  and 
we  are  not  disposed  to  test  too  rigidly  the  composition  of 
his  artistic  eflbcts.  Certain  it  is  that  he  has  interpreteil 
the  general  life  of  the  California  mining  settlements  as  no 
one  else  has  done  it ;  that  he  has  conquered  a  new  region 
in  literature  ;  that  he  is  a  genuine  humorist,  with  a  deep 
suffusion  of  the  poetic  in  him ;  .and  that  he  has  given  to 
the  world  a  series  of  pictures  which  have  as  distinct  and 
original  a  vitality  as  anything  added  during  this  genera¬ 
tion  to  American  art  or  letters.” 

“His  peculiar  merit  is  that  he  ha.s  reproduce,!  familiar 
forms  of  life  in  phases  which  wo  have  all  seen,  but  which 
no  one  has  ever  before  painted  ;  that  he  has  caught  the 
gleam  of  |<netic  light  which  irradiates  at  moments  com¬ 
mon  and  vulgar  scenes,  and  detected  elements  of  bcanty 
widch  lurk  beneath  the  coarser  features  of  American  life, 
—  beauty  which  we  have  felt  a  hundreil  times,  but  never 
learned  to  express  in  wonls.”  —  JV*.  Y.  Tribune. 


*,*  For  sale  hy  all  Booksellers.  Sent,  post-paid,  on  re¬ 
ceipt  of  price  by  the  Publishers, 

FIELDS,  OSGOOD,  A  CO.,  Boston. 


MsBorAcrtTUB's  WAsiBoess, 

91  JOHN  STREBT,  NEW  TORS. 

JOSEPH  GILLOPr  4t  SONS. 
HENRY  OWEN,  Sole  Assent. 

THE  ENGLISH  NOTE-BOOKS 


NATHANIEL  IIAWTHORNK 


2  Yol8.  84.00. 


From  the  “  Saturday  Review.” 

“  These  two  volumes  of  Hawthorne’s  remains  liave  ap¬ 
peared  very  opportunely.  At  a  time  when  the  din  of  war 
is  sounding  in  our  ears,  when  there  is  universal  excite¬ 
ment  and  impatience  of  all  news  which  is  six  hours  old, 
it  is  pleasant  to  turn  aside  firnm  this  feverishness  to  the 
perdect  repose  of  ‘The  English  Note-Books.’  To  drop 
the  Times  and  its  latest  telegrams  and  to  pick  up  one  of 
these  volumes  is  to  find  somewhat  of  the  same  relief  that 
Hawthorne  himself  so  eagerly  and  constantly  sought, 
when  he  turned  aside  from  the  noise  of  London  into  St. 
Paul’s  Cathedral  or  into  some  quiet  court  of  law.  ‘  Truly 
I  am  grateful,’  he  says,  ‘  to  the  piety  of  former  times  for 
raising'this  vast,  cool  canopy  of  marble  in  the  midst  of  the 
Ibverith  city.’ 

“ . There  is  a  fireshness  in  the  view  that  Haw¬ 

thorne  takes  of  everything  he  sees,  so  different  from  that 
of  the  ordinary  tourist.  As  we  read  his  Notes  we  begin 
again  to  wonder,  as  we  did  when  we  first  read  his  novels, 
whence  he  derived  that  strange  humor  of  his.  It  is  im- 
I>ossibIe  to  read  Dickens  without  being  now  and  then 
reminded  of  Smollett,  or  to  reail  Thackeray  withont  being 
reminded  of  Fielding,  but  whose  mantle  is  it  that  has 
fallen  on  Hawthorne  ?  His  humor  is  all  his  own.  And 
perhaps  we  shall  not  be  far  wrong  if  we  attribute  that 
curious  contrast  In  his  character  which  most  strikes  ns, 
and  which  is  the  chief  source  of  his  humor  to  the  fact 
that,  while  nature  clearly  made  him  for  an  old  country, 
by  the  accident  of  birth  he  belonged  to  one  of  the  newest. 
And  yet,  though  belonging  to  the  great  go-a-head  Reimb- 
lic,  it  curiously  enough  happened  that  he  was  bom  ami 
liveil  for  many  years  in  a  decaying  town,  a  town  whieli 
was  even  venerable  compared  with  most  of  the  great 
cities  of  the  American  continent.  H*  thus  acquired  a 
taste  for  antiquity,  perhaps  even  a  love  for  it,  but  sc-arcely 
a  revereuce.  Rather  he  was,  we  imagine,  impatient  id  it, 
as  he  contrasteil  the  condition  of  his  own  town  with  the 
rapidly  advancing  pnwpcrity  of  the  greater  part  of  the 
Union.  Antiquity,  to  be  really  gracefnl,  needs  the 
supiwrt  of  large  endowments.  A  town  going  to  decay, 
where  there  is  no  dean  and  chapter  to  throw  like  ivy  a 
grace  over  the  ruins,  is  after  all  a  sorry  sight.  Haw¬ 
thorne  must  have  known  so  well  the  sad  life  of  decayed 
gentility,  that  even  an  ancient  House  of  Seven  GaMes 
touched  him  much  more  with  a  feeling  of  pain  than  of 
pleasure.  It  is  curious  to  notice  what  a  change  England 
works  on  him  in  this  respect,  and  how  her  aiitiquiiy  at 
last  almost  conquers  his  American  repohlicanism.  At 
first  ;he  is  impatient  of  much  of  what  he  sees  ;  the 
meanness  of  the  streets,  the  dirtiness  of  the  crowds,  the 
stupidity  of  the  children’s  faces.  Talking  of  the  smell 
of  the  streets,  be  says, '  It  is  the  odor  of  an  old  system  of 
life  !  the  scent  of  the  pine  forests  is  still  too  recent  with 
ns  for  it  to  he  known  in  America.’  ....  But  the  longer 
he  lives  in  Euglaml,  the  more  we  find  he  likes  it,  the  less 
sensible  he  is  of  its  shortcomings,  the  greater  sympathy  he 
has  for  its  beauties.” 


*,•  For  sale  by  all  Booksellers.  Sent,  post-paid,  on  re¬ 
ceipt  of  price  by  the  Publishers, 

FIELDS,  OSGOOD,  A  CO.,  Boston. 


EVERY  SATURDAY:  AN  ILLUSTRATED  JOURNAL  OF  CHOICE  READING. 


[SeptembBr  17,  1870. 


BEPRIQERATED  TOURISTS. 

Provincial  Waiter.  “Ice!  Gentlemen?  It’s  easy  to  see  you  are  Gents  from  the  City, 
who  don’t  know  much  about  Nature,  and  I  don’t  blame  you  for  it,  in  course.  But,  Ice  in 
Aagust !  ” 


PRANG’S  Celebrated  Cbromos  are  for  ule  in  all  art^atorea  throaghnot  the  world. 

PRANG’S  Ijdest  Publications  i  Was  FLowaas,  S  1.00  and  S  2.00,  after  Miss  Ellis  Robbins. 
PRANG’S  Illustrated  Catalogue  aent  free  on  receipt  oT  stamp  by  Im  PRANG  A  CO.,  Boston. 

CHir  Oalifomia  XITines 

ARE  niK  Pl’BEST  ANU  IN  THE  END  THE  CllEAPESt  1V1NE3  THAT  CAN  DE  BOVOIIT. 

PUliKINS,  STEKN,  A.  €0. 


The  Great  Illustrated  Paper  of  -A.merica. 

BY  IIMIVERSAL  COMSEIVT, 

EVERY  SA-TURDA-Y 

Has  no  equal  is  this  country  as  an  Illustrated  Paper. 


No.  37  for  Sept.  lO, 

CONTAINS 

THREE  FULL -PAGE  WAR 
PICTURES : 

Raden  Prlaonerg  at  Niederbronn. 

Soldiers  Bathing  at  Nancy. 

A  Prussian  Ontpost. 

Three  Superb  Page-Drawings  of 
American  Subjects  t 

Summer  Days,  by  W.  J.  Hbnnesst. 

On  the  Beach  at  Long  Branch,  by  C.  G.  Bc^b 
A  Picnic  in  th«  Woods,  by  Acgcstus  Boffin. 


No.  3G.for  September  3, 

BAS  TBS  rOLLOWlNQ 

WAR  PICTURES: 

Baron  Von  Moltke. 

Prussian  SoIfUers. 

Scenes  at  Nanej-. 

Scenes  at  Paris. 

The  Zouave’s  Last  Will  and  Testament. 


A  Splendid  Hariiic  Picture : 

The  Toilers  of  the  Sea. 

Three  Charming  Page-Pictures 
of  the  Adiroiidncks, 

By  Unim  Mabtin. 

1.  Camping  on  the  Ausable  Rlrcr. 

tt.  Mountain  View  on  the  Upper  Saranac. 

3.  A  Carry  on  the  Bacquette  River. 


ELGIN 

WATCHES. 


Ilunois  Stats  Nattbil  IIistoby  Society, 
Bloomington,  III.,  June  20, 1870. 

T.  M.  Atert,  President  of  the  Nationsl  Watch  Com¬ 
pany: 

Drab  Sir,  —  Lut  year,  in  the  explorRUons  of  the  can¬ 
ons  of  the  Colorado  river,  I  had  nnusual  opportunities  to 
test  the  accuracy  of  one  of  your  watches.  I  was  pm- 
Tided  with  four  pocket  chronometers  for  use  in  astronomi¬ 
cal  observations.  I  siso  had  with  me  an  **  Elgin  ’’  watch, 
which  I  rateil  from  lime  to  time  together  with  the  chro¬ 
nometers  by  obserrations  with  the  sextant.  Of  the  five 
instmmeots  its  rate  was  the  second  best.  With  the  ordi¬ 
nary  distorbance  dne  to  transportation,  its  rate  was  the 
least  variable,  while,  with  the  extraordinary  disturbance 
incident  to  such  an  expedition,  it  was  the  only  instrument 
on  which  I  could  rely,  the  chronometers  at  lut  becoming 
useless. 

I  am,  with  great  respect,  yours  cordially, 

J.  W.  POWELL. 

An  illnstrated  pamphlet,  entitled  “  Making  Watches  by 
Machinery,”  by  the  late  Albert  0.  Richardson,  will  be 
forwarded,  free  of  charge,  by  sending  address  to 

NATIONAL  WATCH  GOOIFANT, 

139  A  191  Lake  St.,  Chicago; 

No.  1  Maiden  Lane,  New  York. 

Brown  &  Rogers, 


PROVIDENCE,  .  .  RHODE  ISLAND. 


Goldsmith  Work  and 
Silver  Ware  of 

Fine  Art  character 

For  Bridal  Presents. 


Having  access  to  the 

“  Oorliam  Co.” 

daily  and  careful  attention  is  given  to  the  selection  of 
useftil  and  Artistic  Wares  of  the  latest  designs,  which  en¬ 
ables  them  to  exhibit  an  unrivalled  assortment  at  prices 
the  lowest. 

^  qcka  .i'v  t’  what  every  mother  needs  who  con- 
sulls  her  child’s  health.  Is  Uoro.rAfy 
wafev-yvoe/i  protects  clothing  and  bed- 
I  \  diog,  retains  linen  diaper  in  place, 

f  /  \  \  avoids  dangerons  use  of  pins,  permits 

I  Y  \  \  circulation  of  air.  Recomended  by 

I  >/  physicians  and  all  mothers  whose  chll- 

dren  have  worn  them.  Manufactund 
jg  4  jjjj,  —  1.  smallest;  4  largest  — 
exclusively  by  EUREKA  DIAPER  CO.,  632  Broadway, 
N.  Y.  Sample  sent  uD  receipt  of  SI.  Sold  also  by  Stew¬ 
art,  CIsIBin,  Lord  &  Taylor,  Arnold  Sc  Constable,  and 
flrsl-class  lofaiiti’  Clothing,  Fancy  Goods,  and  Trim¬ 
ming  Sturea  Ask  for  EUREKA  DIAPER ;  ail  liear 
stamp  of  KUREKA  PATENT  DIAPER  CO. 
Take  no  other. 

Agents  wanted. 

^a,-JZriiirPISTOL 

i/awley’.  Pat.  Jane  1, 

nu  No  dirt,  dost,  or  danger ;  uses  compressed 

pR  air.  From  once  charging  it  shoots  from  five 
to  ten  shots,  from  thirty  to  Bfty  feet  as  accu- 
rate  as  any  pistol.  Price  S3.60.  Bent  by 
mall  on  receipt  of  price,  and  81-36  for  |«stage,  or  by 
express,  C.  O.  D.,  and  charges.  Agents  wanted. 

P.  C.  GODFREY,  119  Nassau  street,  New  York. 
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A  Beautiful  Art  Picture  S  Camptng  on  the  Ausable  River, 

lluming  In  tbe  Desert,  from  a  Painting  by  Carl  tt.  Mountain  View  on  the  Upper  Saranac. 

Baao.  3.  A  Carry  on  the  Racquette  River. 

A  Marked  Feature  in  Every  Saturday  is  its  Able  Editorials. 

For  Sept.  lO;  For  Sept.  3: 

The  Balance  of  Power.  Telegraphing  round  the  World. 

An  Empire’s  Bull  Run.  .  ’*'*•*  *'“**  C'*™*^'* 

In  Town  and  Out  of  Town. 

On  the  Uncertainty  of  Things.  French  Eagle  and  the  Irish  Bull. 

A  Desirable  Calamity,  Ac.  The  Prince  Imi>erial,  Ac. 

What  the  Press  says  of  Every  Saturday : 

“  Messrs.  Fields.  Osgood  k  Co.,  the  publishers  of  Evirt  Saturdat,  are  never  weary  of  surprising  the  readers  of 
that  periodical.  The  nnmber  for  Beptember  3  certainly  surpasses  any  of  Its  predecessors  in  tbe  elegance  and  variety 
of  ij  illnstmioos,  and  in  the  beauty  of  its  appearance  typographically,  pictorially  and  otherwise.  The  best  artists, 
fareign  and  American,  coqtribute  to  enrich  Its  pages.  The  war,  of  course,  furnishes  ample  material  ftir  interesting 
sketches.  On  the  first  page  appears  the  firm,  thoughtful  faoe  of  Bsron  von  Moltke,  the  general  whose  great  brain  is 
directing  the  operations  of  the  Prussian  armies  in  France,  and  who  by  his  surpassing  military  genius  is  almost  rival¬ 
ling  the  achievemenU  ofthe  first  Nspoleon.  'Prussian  Soldiers,’  ‘Scenes  at  Nancy,’  'Scenes  st  Paris,’  and  'The 
Zouaves’  last  Will,’  are  succesaful  attempts  to  reprodnoe  oo  paper  some  of  the  picturesque  features  of  the  terrible 
■truggle.  ‘The  ToOers  of  the  Sea’  is  a  fine  marine  pictare.  The  three  American  illustrations  of  Adirondack  scenes 
ate  appropriate  to  the  season,  and  will  be  appreciated  by  all  who  hare  camped  on  tbe  banks  of  the  mlrror-llke  Saranac 
OF  oast  a  fly  in  the  rapids  of  Racquette  ”  —  Baatan  Jtdvertuer. 

*  Xvbrt  Saturdat,  for  September  10,  snrpasses  itself,  and  is  the  most  tumptuons  number  yet  issued.  Its  equal  in 
this  ocontry  has  nerer  been  reached.  The  European  straggle  continues  to  furnish  material  for  graphic  war-pietnres,  of 
wMch  three  are  giren  this  week,  each  flUing  an  entire  page.  via.  Baden', Prisoners  at  Netdertrronn,  French  Soldiers 
Bathing  at  Nancy,  and  a  Pmssian  Outpoat.  Bat  American  art  it  not  overlooked,  and  Hennesty,  Bush,  and  Hoppin 
hare  each  contributed  a  floe  drawing  on  seasonable  topics,  Sammer  Days,  On  the  Beach  at  Long  Branch,  and  A  Picnic 
ta  the  Woods  respectively.  Tte  ollm  notable  illnstratlon  is  an  art  pictare,  Homing  in  tbe  Desert,  from  a  painting 
by  Carl  Haag,  which  is  superb  in  its  tone  and  finish  Tbe  marked  feature  of  able  and  readable  editorials  is  oontiaued 
•ad  made  more  of  than  ever  in  this  nnmber  ” —  Boaton  Put. 

“  Tbe  most  attractire  feature  of  this  serial,  albeit  its  literary  contents  are  of  a  high  order,  is  its  i.lnstratioos.  They 
are  abundant,  many  of  them  full-page,  ai>d  almost  rrithout  exception,  spirited  and  graphic  ;  Interesting  in  subject  end 
eaoellent  in  execution.  The  pictorial  departecent  of  our  Ulostrated  publications  is  generally  filled  np  with  tame  and 
omnmnnptace  engravings,  which  tell  very  stupid  stories  in  very  feeble  language.  It  ii  gratifying  to  note  the  sharp 
oeulrsst  presented  in  this  respect  by  Xvnv  Satcbdav.”  —  Ckttaga  PuL 

EVERT  SATURDAY  ia  for  sale  by  all  newsdealera  Price  10  cents  per 
number. 

FIELDS,  OSGOOD,  CO.,  Publislicrs,  Boatoii. 


The  Oldest,  Largest,  and  Most 
Perfect  Haniifactory  In  the 
United  States. 

45  DUD  MELODEONS 

"  “  will  be  delirered  in  any  part  of  the 

United  Htates  reached  by  Express  (where  they  hare  no 
Agent),  free  of  rharae,  on  reeeipt  of  list  price. 

Send  for  Prioe-Lists  ami  Circulars. 

Address,  GEO.  A.  PRINCE  k  CO.,  Buffalo,  N.  Y., 
or  GEO.  A.  PRINCE  k  CO.,  Chicago,  III. 


PAPER-BOATS 


Prices  Reduced  for  the  Remain¬ 
der  of  the  Season. 

SHELL  B0AT8,  WITH  SCULLS  COMPLETE,  $100. 
SeiKl  for  our  new  price  list. 

WATERS,  BALCII,  k  CO.,  303  River  St.,  Troy,  N.  Y. 


/r A  A/// </>. A/ r Hf/ 


5ilO  Per  Dozen. 

Fit  for  a  Gentleman’s  Table. 

Packed  for  Transiiortstion.  C.  A.  RICHARDS  k  CO., 
99  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

A  Gi^AT  OFFER! 

Horace  waters,  4H1  Broadway,  N.  Y., 
will  disiKWC  of  ONE  HUNDRED  PIANOS, 
MELODEONS,  and  ORGANS,  of  six  first  class 
jnakers,  inclading  Chickering  k  Sons,  at  KHremtly  Lota 
Pricta.for  Oath,  during  this  month,  or  will  take  from  8  6 
to  825  monthly  until  paid.  Instrcmbxts  to  hibr. 

Facts  Ibr  the  Ladies. 


I  have  a  Wheeler  k  Wilson  machine  (No.  289),  bought 
of  Mr.  Gardner  in  1852,  he  having  us.d  it  a  year.  I  have 
used  It  constantly,  in  shirt  manufacturing,  as  welt  as 
family  sewing,  sixteen  years.  My  wife  ran  it  four  years,  ^ 
and  earned  between  8  700  and  8  800,  besides  doing  her 
housework.  I  have  never  expended  fifty  cents  on  it  for 
repairs.  It  Is,  to^lay,  in  the  best  of  order,  stitching  floe 
linen  bosoms  nicely.  I  started  manufacturing  shirts  with 
this  machine,  and  now  have  over  one  hundred  of  them  In 
use.  I  have  paid  at  least  8  3.000  for  the  stitching  done 
by  this  old  machine,  and  it  will  do  as  much  now  as  any 
machine  I  have. 

W.  F.  TAYLOR. 

Berlin,  N.  Y.  _ _ 

mfcww  I  Patent  Elastic 

Briwm,  75,000  NOW  IN  rsi.  C.  A.  Cleoo  k  Co.,  20 
Cortlandt  St.,  N.  ¥.,  or  209  Lake  St.,  Chicago,  III. 

UIDDnCDfinCC  IHIu'tfaiFd  Price  List  sent 
IHIunUOuUrCOsi  free  on  application. 

T.  II.  McALL18TF3t,  Optician,  49  Nassau  8t.,  New  York. 

AATanOll  Offensive  Breath,  Polypus,  Throat 
Ilfl  I  Mlllf IBB  Ail,  constant  Hawking,  l)rn)ipings  of 
Mucus  III  Throat,'  Enlarged  Tonsils.  Olisirucied  Breath¬ 
ing,  and  all  chmnic  diseases  connected  with  tliem,  speedily 
removed  hy  DR.  SMITH,  72  Greene  Ave.,  cor.  Clermont 
Ave.,  Brooklyn.  Consultation  free,  personally  or  by  letter. 


rXsiIE  UNIVERSAL  SHARPENER.  —  An  In- 
M.  disp  osable  hcaisehold  helper.  Sharpens  all  Shears 
and  Scissors,  as  well  as  Table  Cnllery.  So  simple  any  one 
can  nse  it.  Never  out  of  repair  Makes  a  perf^Uy  sharp, 
even  edge.  Does  not  wear  the  blade.  Lasts  a  lifetime. 
Simple,  effective,  convenient,  and  durable.  Sold  hy  Hard¬ 
ware  and  House- furnishing  Stores.  Price,  8 1.  Send  for 
Sample.  A.  C.  IVES,  Sole  Proprietor, 

45  Beektniui  8t.,  New  York. 


Hecominended  by  Physicians.  —  Beat  Salve 
In  use.  Sold  by  Druggists  at  26  cents.  JOHN  F. 
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